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LOOK BEYOND 


Look beyond the writer, 
Look beyond the pen. 

Look beyond the pulpit 
Look beyond the men. 
Look beyond the messenger 
To the one he serves. 
Then regard the message 
If it heed deserves. 
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THE AUTHOR'S CONFESSION 


As a youth, my dream had been to write an 
inspirational book.... Now looking back 20 years 
later I realize that it is nothing more than a 
confession of my faults and feelings. A massive 
confession, hundreds of pages.... 

The dreams of youth will fade away 
Like stars of the morning sky. 

The dreams of youth will fade away 
When reality draws nigh. 

Some poems flow smoothly through sunny skies 
and praise is easy. Some are awkward and cumber- 
some just like some situations in life. Some are 
raw and painful, when the flanks of the cows I was 
milking dried my tears so I could scribble on again. 
Other times in the lonely, anxious nights, I'd slip 
out to the barn office, to let the storm flow out of 
my system through the ink. Many, many are the 
inspirations gleaned from the sermons at church, 
comments that the ministry made which grew into 
poems. To all the ministers I extend a heartfelt 
thanks. May God give you the courage to keep on 
in your unfeigned labour of love. There is no way 
I can repay you for what you have done for me 
over the years. 

Also, thanks to my mother who took those 
hundreds of scribbled booklet pages, milk pick-up 
slips, cardboard bits, and transformed them into a 
more legible product on proper paper. It was also 
she who selected a lot of the Bible references to 
the poems. The Bible references are actually the 


real reason behind this book. If someone some- 
where reads the Bible more because of this, then 
it was not in vain. 

Thanks also to Amsey Martin, my former 
teacher and lifelong friend who is also now the 
editor and publisher of this book. 

Special thanks to my wife and children, who 
automatically know that if Dad has that ever-handy 
booklet out of his shirt pocket, it is best to wait a 
few moments until he has captured some fleeting 
lines. The family, the very threads that hold me 
to life, sometimes are in themselves an inspiration 
for another poem. 

What about the almost human nature displayed 
by my livestock? Or is it the brutish nature of 
humans? Somehow, we sometimes seem quite 
Similar. 

Scattered thoughts... fleeting inspirations... 
That's the type of things I need to make a poem. 


- Elo Bowman 


JANUARY 


TO WRITE—OR NOT TO WRITE 


To write—or not to write 

Is a struggle that I have— 

I don't want to bury talents 
Just to meet them in the grave. 
I don't want to leave the feeling 
All the answers I have got, 

But if God sent me for writing, 
Thus to serve Him, then I ought. 


If through poems hearts find comfort, 
Or some wand'rer sees his fate, 

Then indeed, God's hand was guiding 
As the ink flowed on the page. 

If by sharing inward struggles, 

Or by baring of my soul, 

Other hearts find hope or comfort, 
Then indeed, 'twas worth the whole. 


If distress, or some great burden, 
Giant fears or stress I face, 

Then in writing I find comfort, 

I feel better for a space. 

Not to write would build up tension, 
For it's here I find relief, 

Helps me face the foe, and conquer, 
Bringing restful, inward peace. 


Is a duty to me calling, 

With these written thoughts of mine? 
If there is, then Lord, please give me 
Strength to share them line by line. 
Purge each sinful inclination, 

Send instead a prayerful state, 

Prayer that family, friends, all humans 
Seek Thee ere it is too late. 


JANUARY 1 


NEW YEAR'S MEDITATION 


Oh time, so elusive, evasive, and cold. 
Another spent year in your rigid clutch hold. 
As swift as the horses come galloping by, 

As slow as an oak reaching up for the sky. 


Relentless as water o'er cliffs crashing down, 
Yet passive as shadows when comes the new dawn. 
Now echoing footsteps t'wards death and the grave, 
Repent, reckless sinner, for Jesus can save. 


This moment forever and ever is gone, 

No power in Heaven can bring it back down. 
Tomorrow, its dreams and its roses and gold 
May never be ours to touch and to hold. 


So think while the seconds stride steadily on— 
Eternity lingers—who knows for how long? 
Today is the time for repentance from sin, 
While Jesus is knocking, pray, let Him come in. 


Last year lies in ruins, and shambles, and dust, 
For time is relentless, and death is a must. 

So we who are able—discern right and wrong, 
Choose Jesus as Captain to guide us along. 


Last year is but memories, some bad, and some good, 
Would you long to reclaim it, if you only but could? 
Ah! time! so elusive, relentless, and vain; 

Another year gone. Was it loss? Was it gain? 


Ecclesiastes 3:1 "To every thing there is a 


season, and a time to every purpose under 
the heaven." 


JANUARY 2 


TO LEAD A CHILD 


When once my children all are grown 
They'll make decisions of their own. 
These will be based on what I've taught, 
By what I did, and what I ought. 

Such serious work, today, for me, 

And great responsibility. 

It makes me shudder when I think, 

What awful cost, if I would shrink 

And carelessly my duty shirk, 

Instead of keeping at my work. 


If I should lead a child astray, 

What awful price of blood I'll pay. 

But if I do the best I can 

To teach them of Salvation's plan, 

With help from God each hour, each day, 
To lead them on the narrow way, 

Then if they make a foolish choice, 
They'll answer God with their own voice. 
So I will try to live a life 

That radiates the Saviour's light. 


Proverbs 22:6 "Train up a child in the way 
he should go: and when he is old, he will 
not depart from it." 


JANUARY 3 


SERVANT NEEDED 


"To my service, my dear people, 
One is needed from you all." 

God the Father dwells in heaven, 
Sends now forth the urgent call. 

"See the harvest truly plenteous 
But the labourers are few." 

In the army of your Father 
Shall be needed one of you. 


Under strain the congregation 
Went to church to Kneel and pray 
On that morning warm and sunny, 
'Twas the holy Sabbath day. 
Seven men were nominated 
On that sunny springtime day. 
Seven men to share the burden, 
Till the lot would point the way. 


Then with tears and fervent praying 
Day and night upon our knees... 
God in heaven, help these seven, 
Strengthen them, oh will you please! 
We retired when came evening, 
Yet lay watchful on our beds, 
Praying for those nominated, 
Tears of love were freely shed. 


When came round the hour appointed, 
To the churchyard we drew nigh. 

"Aus der Tiefe rufe ich" 
Echoes floated toward the sky. 

One by one the books were opened, 
Passing one another till 

Only one was left unopened 
And at last the place was filled. 

(continued on next page) 


In your book was found the paper 
On the ordination day; 

God showed us whom He appointed, 
Many hearts to tears gave way, 

Tears of love and understanding. 
Richest blessings wished to you; 

We are workers in God's vineyard 
There is work for all to do. 


Sow in tears and reap in sunshine, 
This is what our Lord hath said. 
Toil in sorrow, reap in glory 
When to Heaven the souls have fled. 
Seems this task now like a mountain 
Stretching tall... and long... and wide... 
Possible it is with Jesus, 
He is always at your side. 


Let not once your faith be shattered, 
No, your work is not in vain; 

Though long years may overpass you 
E'er you see a bit of gain. 

Were it not for storms and showers 
Mingled with the sweet sunshine, 

Not a flower would bloom beneath us, 
Nor would grow a lofty pine. 


Plant your faith now firm in Jesus, 
Trust Him, He will strengthen thee; 
He's the same today, tomorrow, 

Ever through eternity. 

My dear friends, may I in closing 
Wish God's blessing to you all, 

For I know in meek submission 
You gave heed the Father's call. 
(Given to Stanley Martin soon after 
his ordination.) 


Acts 1:26 "And they gave forth their lots; 
and the lot fell upon Matthias; and he was 


numbered with the eleven apostles." 


JANUARY 4 


GOD UNDERSTANDS 


The prayers that only tears contain 
Are upward drawn to God the same. 

When our weak forms no longer can 
Depend upon the strength of man; 

It's groans, not our words He hears. 


When fearful are our longing eyes 
And searching empty, dreary skies: 
When all around us coldly loom 
The barricades now thick with gloom, 
God needs no words, He hears our sighs. 


A willing mind is all He asks 
To face each cold, unpleasant task; 
With strength not ours from day to day 
Our Lord will lead, He knows the way, 
He'll help to lighten every task. 


He'll strengthen ev'ry feeble step, 
We need but trust, obey, accept; 

He knows the way, for He's been through 
That lonesome vale ere me and you, 

So let us only say Amen. 


James 5:16 "The effectual fervent prayer of 
a righteous man availeth much." 


10 


JANUARY 


GOSSIP 


We need not know the details 
Before we kneel to pray, 
For details oft are gossip 
Which warp along the way. 


If we must know all details 
What really is our goal? 
Do we still have a caring 
About the troubled soul? 


Or is it conversation 

And gossip that we crave? 
For gossip is a venom 

Whose goal is but the grave. 


Yes, gossip is a cancer 

That thrives on fear and hate. 
It rends asunder friendships, 
And peace it suffocates. 


Proverbs ITO ES) "A talebearer revealeth 
secrets: but he that is of a faithful spirit 
concealeth the matter." 


ie 


JANUARY 6 THANK YOU 


I'm still quite young, experience small, 
Yet oftentimes I can recall 

The many times you've brought to me 
The thing I need... your friendship free. 


And other times I had forgot, 
And done some things that I should not; 
Yet ne'er an angry word you said, 
But gently to the right path led. 


Without your kind, and caring ways, 
How long, alas, would be my days! 

I don't appreciate enough 
The things you do when seas get rough. 


Without a thought, too oft I speak. 
Forgive me, please, for I am weak. 
I'd like to take this chance to say 
I'm thankful for you every day. 
Proverbs 17:17 "A friend loveth at all times, 
and a brother is born for adversity." 


JANUARY 7 
GOD'S PROMISE 


He that overcometh shall inherit all things. 

Not with bombs and gunshot, to overthrow all kings. 
Yield not to temptations 

Which Satan may bring; 
Down through the long ages 

This promise true rings. 


He that overcometh shall inherit all things— 
Priceless, precious promise of our Saviour and King. 
Though with falt'ring footsteps, 
Still strongly we'll sing, 
Fight unto the last breath, 
The vict'ry to win. 
Revelation 21:7 "He that overcometh shall in- 


herit all things; and I will be his God, and 
he shall be my son." 
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JANUARY 8 
DAY OF REST 


This is a peaceful Sabbath day; 
My heart just sings with joys. 

There is no rushing traffic now, 
No trucks with all their noise. 


There are no restless auto cars 
Squealing brakes and honking horns; 
But all is peace and quietness 

This holy Sabbath morn. 


There are few chores that must be done, 
The rest are laid aside. 

There's golden sunshine streaming o'er 
The miles of countryside. 


This is a day of peace and rest 
To lay aside our care, 

This is the day to church we go 
And kneel to God in prayer. 


In six days God created both 
The earth and all within, 

On the Sabbath day He rested. 
This world was freed from sin. 


It was upon a Sabbath morn 
Christ rose up from the dead; 

He died instead of sinners there, 
For us His blood was shed. 


That was a happy morning 
Two thousand years ago! 

This is the greatest story 
The world will ever know. 


Genesis 2:3 "And God blessed the seventh 
day, and sanctified it.” 


is 


JANUARY 9 
TO THE ONES WHO REMAIN 


We carried the casket, 
With his body of clay, 
But the soul to the Maker, 

Has vanished away. 


We gaze once more fondly, 

Ere the earth claims its own, 
But the spirit we give, 

To the Lord on His throne. 


For you and me, brother 
The sermon is preached; 
Let us take it to heart, 
Let our conscience be reached. 


For the loved one departed, 
No change can be made; 

We must turn from all evil, 
Before it's too late. 


As soon as we're born, we 
Are ripened to die, 

Think not the death angel, 
Will just pass you by. 


A ripe golden age, an 
Old soldier for God, 

Or a healthy young body, 
Both decay in the sod. 


From dust thou wast taken, 
To dust shalt return. 

While the spirit is pleading, 
Why will we not turn? 


Hebrews 4:7 "Today if you will hear his voice, 
harden not your hearts." 
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JANUARY 10 


DID YOU REMEMBER TO PRAY? 


This I must ask you, dear brother 
As you go on through life's way, 

That you should think of your Saviour, 
And to Him each day you should pray. 


Chorus: 

Did you remember to pray, dear brother? 
Did you remember to pray? 

While travelling here on life's pathway, 
Oh did you remember to pray? 


This is my prayer, my dear Brother, 
That your true love may abound, 

Yet more and more in all knowledge 
And judgement to those all around. 


You should approve with your whole heart 
Things which so excellent are, 

And in all sincerity live here, 
Though you may not be known afar. 


Not just today, my dear brother 
But ever feed on His Word: 

Not just for now, my dear brother, 
But unto the day of the Lord. 


I Timothy 2:8 "I will therefore that men pray 
everywhere, lifting up holy hands, without 
wrath and doubting." 
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JANUARY 11 A MAN 


A man is still a boy, 

Tho' a few more years have flown, 
And he understands the struggles, 
It was not that long ago. 

There were fears of friends rejecting, 
As he sought to find himself, 

There were times he felt a boldness, 
Other times, a bashful self. 

He remembers well the struggles 
Which he wrestled with at night, 

As he sought to find assurance, 
What is noble? What is right? 


Now those years gone by, well bide him, 
As he tries to help the next, 

Who, in younger years, is struggling, 
In a strait of two, betwixt. 

For a man knows well the struggles 
Of the "be", and "want to be". 

He still has that self-same struggle 
Through his life, as all can see. 

He remembers feeling awkward 

First confiding in a friend, 

But remembers feeling better, 

Glad he did it, in the end. 


As a man looks back on boyhood, 
There are things he'd like to change, 
There are moments he'd do different, 
If it hadn't been so strange. 

There's a Father up in heaven 

Boys and men can look up to, 

He can help them to find courage 

To be noble, brave, and true. 

Yes, a man is still a boy, 

Tho' a few more years have flown, 
And he still needs friends around him 
Who can help him with his load. 


Ecclesiastes 12:1 "Remember now thy Creator 
in the days of thy youth." 
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JANUARY 12 


THOUGHTS FOR THE LIVING 


When older folks are laid to rest 
It puts us younger ones to test: 
What if that casket carried me? 
What would folks think? In memories see? 


Could people know that I had tried 
To do the best I knew inside? 

Or would they shake their heads and say, 
"Alas! He wasted all his days!" 


Today is grace, tomorrow not; 
Is this my first and foremost thought? 
Have I been truly cleansed within? 
Washed in Christ's blood, my ugly sin? 


And what would God say unto me 

If now my life should ended be? 
"Depart from me forevermore?" 

Or, "Come to dwell on blissful shore?" 


So when we lay the dead to rest 

The living put their works to test. 
Though works alone cannot suffice, 

But grace of God through Jesus Christ. 


So while today we hear God's voice 
We living need to make a choice: 
Our choice defines our destiny 
Of life or death, eternally. 


Joshua 24:15 "...but as for me and my house, 
we will serve the Lord." 


Lg. 


JANUARY 13 
KATE 


She is a fair good milker 
And has given heifers too, 
Her feet and legs are very strong 
To keep her just like new. 
She's up in years already, 
But are her manners rude! 
She's made me lose my temper, 
But taught to keep it too. 


She tests my Christian virtues 

At morn and set of sun; 
God must have seen a reason, 
That's why our Kate has come. 
It helps if I remember 
She cannot think like me, 

Her actions are re-actions, 

She's high-strung too, you see. 


She needs a lot more patience 
Than holsteins really should, 
But if I can apply myself, 
She really does me good. 
She teaches strength in patience, 
And helps me to see good 
In other thorny issues 
Like Christians really should. 


So daily while I'm milking, 

This is my humble plea... 
Lord, give me still more patience 

And help me good to see. 

My heart, help make it softer, 
My principles set firm. 

E'en though it be a lowly cow 

That helps me lessons learn. 


Proverbs 12:10 "A righteous man _ regardeth 
the life of his beast." 


18 


JANUARY 14 


A CHRISTIAN WITHOUT A CHURCH 


A man without a church is like 
A bee without a hive. 

A worker bee left to herself 
Could never long survive. 


Without a close companionship 
They both have vision lost. 

The worker bee, a minor thing... 
A soul... what awful cost! 


A man will seek companionship 
Of some form, shape, or kind... 

And if he loses sight of church 
The world will make him blind. 


At first he'll seem to do okay, 
With minor falls and slips; 

But soon the world's influence bad 
Is found upon his lips. 


Hebrews 10:24,25 "And let us consider one 
another to provoke unto love and to good 
works: Not forsaking the assembling of our- 
selves together, as the manner of some is; 
but exhorting one another: and so much the 
more, as ye see the day approaching.” 
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JANUARY 15 


ACCOUNTABILITY AND RESPONSIBILITY 


When we reach the age 
Of accountability 
We must also take 
On responsibility. 
These two must not part 
For they grow up together, 
Therefore must they stick 
Through sun and stormy weather. 


Therefore let's not shrug 
Our responsibility 
Trying to prepare 
Souls for all eternity. 
If we take great heed 
Of our words and actions here, 
Then on our day of death 
We hope to meet our Saviour dear. 


Luke 17:10 "So likewise ye, when ye _ shall 
have done all those things which are commanded 
you, say, We are unprofitable servants: we 
have done that which was our duty to do." 
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JANUARY 16 
HEADACHE 


My head ached so, this early morn; 
I felt so stressed and all forlorn. 

I didn't want like that to be, 
I had so much to do, you see. 


Today starts butchering for our friends, 
Tonight now—writing notes on end— 

The butch'ring lasts the whole week through, 
On Saturday a meeting too... 


And next week there is wood to cut, 
And then the meeting, sounds quite tough. 
When rolls around next Saturday, 
Finds German school is on its way. 


I haven't made those lessons yet: 
And testers' meeting date's not set. 
Besides all this there's goats and cows, 
No wonder that my head aches now. 


But wait! Whence cometh all this fuss? 
Today is here, and that's enough. 

I'm old enough to surely know 
It doesn't help to worry so. 


And fretting over things undone 
Will only hinder what's begun. 

Today I'll do the best I can, 
That's all that's asked of any man. 


I'll tackle each day as it comes 
To carry on what isn't done. 

And do you know what I just found? 
My headache now is nowhere ‘round. 


Relaxed, I'm ready for today... 
That's where the work lies anyway, 

So with God's help I'll do my best, 
And thank Him, for I feel so blest. 


Matthew 6:34 "Take therefore no thought for 
the morrow: for the morrow shall take thought 


for the things of itself. Sufficient unto the 
day is the evil thereof." 


Psa8 


JANUARY 17 


PRAYER IN THE NIGHT 


When sleep is gone ere morning comes 
Why worry o'er financial sums? 

Or fret and toss, turn to and fro, 
Just wishing that it were not so? 


Or do we rest and softly pray, 

For strength to face the coming day? 
For ministers and older folk, 

For those who struggle with their yoke? 


Those gone astray, and those in pow'r 
All need our prayers at every hour; 

The feeble ones, those near death's door, 
Lord, give them strength for one step more. 


Our children coming after us... 
Lord, may they put in Thee their trust; 
The spouse who keeps our home each day 
Give grace and strength to her alway. 


For friends around, and family, 
All those who strive to follow Thee. 
Yet not my will, but Thine be done; 
Lord, may Thy will and mine be one. 


If there is someone I forgot, 
Dear Lord, I pray, o'erlook them not. 
O keep us safe till morning light, 
And hear our earnest prayer tonight. 


Acts 16:25 "And at midnight Paul and Silas 
prayed, and sang praises unto God: and the 
prisoners heard them." 
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JANUARY 18 


DO YOUR BEST 


If we have truly done our best 
It wasn't all in vain. 
Though when at night we stop to rest 
We can't count loss or gain. 
Misunderstood, or blue at times, 
And weary from the strife; 
Sometimes we misinterpret signs 
That point our way thru life. 


If thru all this we always strive 
To truly do our best, 

Then with God's help we will arrive 
In mansions of sweet rest. 

But if we put on others blame 
For failures we have met, 

Fret not if men treat you the same, 
For like doth like beget. 


Has not Paul wrote, "In perils oft, 
In nakedness, and cold." 

But did these hardships ever stop 
The man, by Christ made bold? 
And yet he wrote, "Whatever state, 

Therein I'll be content." 
Holds not this true for us today, 
This message that he sent? 


Philippians 4:12,13 "I know both how to be 
abased, and I know how to abound: 
everywhere and in all things I am instructed 
both to be full and to be hungry, both to 
abound and to suffer need. I can do all things 
through Christ which strengtheneth me." 
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JANUARY 19 


SEEKING SOULS 


All the people walking round us 
Some day will be food for worms, 

Lying in a lone, cold graveyard, 
Underneath the grass and ferns. 


We all have a lot in common 
And it helps if we can see 

Men, as souls aseeking Jesus. 
Individuals with a need. 


We can help each other better 
With more confidence and trust 

And we'll gain some better friendships 
If we view each other thus. 


For we know not if tomorrow 
This short life will ended be, 

And our time of grace be over. 
Seeking souls no more we'll be. 


Men are souls aseeking Jesus 
And I think you will agree 

Life would be a little better 
If we always this could see. 


If we're souls aseeking Jesus 
We're preparing us to die; 

And this is the most important 
As the days and years go by. 


Acts 8:30-31 "Understandest thou what thou 
readest? And he said, How can I, except some 
man should guide me?" 
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JANUARY 20 


THE PATH 


Christmas is the path 
That leads to Calvary. 

Calv'ry held a grave 
But Jesus held the key. 


Satan thought he'd won; 
Jesus now was dead. 

Satan could not know 
Christ would rise instead. 


Birth is but the path 
Leading to the grave. 

Short will be the trip, 
Brief the time we have. 


So while on this path, 
Think of Calvary; 

Jesus paid the price 
That we might be free. 


Half has not been told 
Of eternal bliss; 

Nor can we imagine 
Torments of the Pit. 


Follow Christ to Calv'ry, 
Or the easy path. 

Choose your destination, 
You'll get there at last. 


Luke 24:7 "The Son of man must be delivered 
into the hands of sinful man, and be crucified, 
and the third day rise again." 
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JANUARY 21 


POINTING THE WAY 


John the Baptist was a voice 
Crying in the wilderness, 

"Come ye people, make your choice, 
God has come this tribe to bless. 


One is coming greater far 
Of His kingdom there's no end; 

He's the Prince, the Morning Star; 
He's repentant sinners' friend. 


I'm but pointing you the way. 
I'll be less but He'll increase." 

Be content with what you're paid, 
Fret not if you're counted least. 


Life is much the same today; 
Earth is still a wilderness. 

Do our lives, too, point the way? 
Can God now our actions bless? 


Are we glad with what we're paid? 
Truly happy to be least? 

Growing less, while other great? 
Thankful that they can increase? 


If we can, true happiness 
Surely can be ours today. 

God doth still the humble bless. 
Brother, let us point the way. 


John 1:23 "I am the voice of one crying in 
the wilderness, Make straight the way of the 
Lord." 
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JANUARY 22 


PRAY 


I have prayed for you, friend, 
Could you pray for me now? 

Darkness is upon me, 
Weary is my brow. 

Oft I think the struggle 
Surely is in vain. 

Few and light my sheaflets; 
Sharp has been the pain. 

When I look about me, 
Wretched man am I; 

Could I not a little 
Harder yet have tried? 


Prayer is still the answer 
Though I'm stumbling, weak; 

So I'll pray for you, friend, 
At the mercy seat. 

If we for each other 
Send petitions Home, 

God will surely hear them, 
For we are His own. 

Let us look to Jesus 
'Stead of round about, 

Isn't that what praying 
Really is about? 


James 5:16 "...and pray for one another..." 
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JANUARY 23 


SHARING THE LOAD 


Sometimes it's a challenge 
Just to write at all; 

For I can't imagine 
Where the seed may fall. 


So, if what I've written 
Strengthens other hearts... 
Jesus, give me courage 

Now to do my part. 


It can be ov'rwhelming 
Just to know this pen 

Bares my soul to others, 
Strong and better men. 


I think each one struggles 
Deep within his heart 

Seeking strength and courage 
Just to do his part. 


Every day's a battle, 
Stoney is the road; 

So our Lord commands us 
That we share the load. 


So if I can help you 
With my feeble pen, 

I will do it cheerful, 
Right unto the end. 


I Thessalonians 5:11 "Wherefore comfort 
yourselves together, and edify one another, 
even as also ye do." 
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JANUARY 24 


TRAPPING RABBITS 


"We're going trapping rabbits." 
So the little lads had said, 

Though their little puppy, Snoopy, 
Was the only trap they had. 

But they started on their journey 
Halfway back the snowy lane, 

Where they thought they spotted Riley, 
So they called to him by name. 

Now this Riley is a rascal. 
He will run away from home; 

In his sunset years, that doggy 
Will in neighbours' pastures roam. 


It really was not Riley 
That the boys saw on their way, 

But two slinking, dog-like shadows; 
Wild were they, and swift and grey. 

So the trappers, keen, pursued them, 
But were soon left far behind. 

Then they wended slowly homeward 
And reported of their find. 

I said, "Boys, those handsome coyotes 
Are not just a game to play, 

For if they run for freedom 
You can't catch them anyway. 


"But if they're sick, or hungry, 
They might chase you and your dog. 

And they're swifter far than you are, 
And your little puppy dog." 

Let us in this little story 
Some intelligence now find: 

To go trapping naughty rabbits 
Is good virtue, and it's fine, 

But to play with worldly coyotes 
Who are cunning, sly, and wise, 

Tho' they look like neighbour's Riley 
They are danger in disguise. 


Matthew 7:15 "Beware of false prophets, which 
come to you in sheep's clothing, but inwardly 


they are ravening wolves." 
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JANUARY 25 


NEW YEAR'S SUNRISE 


When rose the sun on 2009 
It had a firey, reddish shine; 

This firey pillar pointed high. 
"Look unto Christ" it seemed to cry. 


He is the Way, the Truth, the Light 
Thus symbolized this blazing stripe. 

There our true hope and comfort lies, 
So far beyond the blazing skies. 


Anon an hour or two had passed 
And no more reigned that firey blast. 

But now the sun had reached new heights 
And downward cast a stream of light. 


This ray of light came streaming down, 
The new year's first and brightest crown. 

It seemed to shine direct from God: 
"This is the Way, ah men of sod." 


The plume of fire upward points, 
The stream of light the world annoints; 
It make me think of Bible days... 

The firey pillar showed the way. 


I gleaned a comfort from this scene 
To know that God still reigns supreme; 
Though trials may becloud my day, 
God's perfect Light still shows the way. 


Exodus 13:21 "And the Lord went before them 
by day in a pillar of a cloud, to lead them 
the way; and by night in a pillar of fire, 
to give them light; to go by day and night." 
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JANUARY 26 


FAITH, HOPE, AND LOVE 


Lord, give us strength and patience, too 
Till the mists have rolled away. 
O give us faith to trust Thee 
Through this long and weary day; 
Till our faith is turned to seeing 
In a far and distant day.... 
O give us faith and patience 
To serve Thee all the way. 


We're groping on in darkness bleak; 
The future we can't see, 

With hopes to be united 
With the angels by the sea. 

Though our courage sometimes falters, 
Let our zeal recaptured be. 

Lord, give us hope and patience 
Till clearer we can see. 


Lord, give us love for fellowman 
As onward here we go. 

Oh, give us love to listen 
When they're filled with grief and woe; 

For a burden shared is better; 
Gives one courage on to go. 

Lord, give us love and patience 
For this we need, we know. 


I Corinthians 13:13 "And now abideth faith, 
hope, charity, these three; but the greatest 
of these is charity." 
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JANUARY 27 
THE PRICE OF HONEY 


Twelve spies came back from Canaan, 
Reported what they found: 
"A land that flows with honey, 
But evil men abound." 
This thought was so despairing 
They cried the whole night long; 
So forty years they wandered; 
God proved them to be wrong. 


King Saul went out to battle, 
"Let no man eat today 

Until we smite the heathen!" 
His weary men obeyed. 

But Jonathan unknowing, 
Saw honey as pure gold; 

He tasted, and felt better— 
'Twas then that he was told. 


"Ah, then," said humble Jonathan, 
"Now surely I must die— 

For I have disobeyed command." 
"Oh no!" the people cried. 

The people saved his heartbeat, 
For they persuaded Saul, 

From such a valiant soldier 
No hair from him should fall. 


When Samson killed a lion 
A swarm of bees moved in, 

So he thought up the riddle 
To ask Delilah's kin. 

Alas, for headstrong Samson, 
Her kinsfolk cut his hair 

And in the end he perished 
With countless heathens there. 


(continued on next page) 
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Now I am not suggesting 
No honey we should eat, 

For Christ, our friend and Saviour, 
Is like the honey sweet. 

He'll strengthen us when weary, 
Rebuke when we go wrong; 

His love is sweet as honey 
When we to Him belong. 


Psalm 19:9,10 "... the judgements of the Lord 
are true and righteous altogether. More to 
be desired are they than gold, yea, than much 
fine gold: sweeter also than honey and the 
honeycomb." 


JANUARY 28 


FOR TODAY 


Keep my wandering steps today; 
Never let me from Thee stray. 

Wash me from all evil thought 
Which the cunning devil brought. 


Teach me patience, Lord, I pray; 
Help me thus Thy will obey, 

May Thy will, not mine be done, 
Guide me thus till setting sun. 


I Peter 2:25 "For ye were as sheep going 


astray; but are now~ returned unto_ the 
Shepherd and Bishop of our souls.” 
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JANUARY 29 


A SONG AND A PRAYER 


There is not a sorrow or worry or care 
That cannot be lightened with song and a prayer. 
For pray'r is communion with God up above, 
The keeper of souls and the Author of Love. 
A prayer needs no wording, but yearnings 
within 
That fly up to Heaven where comforts begin. 


A song is a prayer that is set to a tune, 
It lifts up your spirits to higher commune. 
A song that is sung when our heart throbs 
with pain 
Gives balm when our bosom re-echoes the strain. 
A song floats on breezes which soft by us blow; 
It sets hearts on fire, sets faces aglow. 


A poem is prayer when my heartstrings would 
break; 
But grief through the flowing of ink can escape. 
So bear with me, paper, while ink overflows— 
I know not the reason, but only God knows, 
For poems and burdens oft walk hand in hand 
As onward I battle t'ward Heaven's fair land. 


Ephesians 5:19 "Speaking to yourselves in 
psalms and hymns and spiritual songs, singing 
and making melody in your heart to the Lord." 
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JANUARY 30 


DOUBTING THOMAS 


O Thomas, how I feel for you! 
Your doubting spirit share, 

I tremble at the way before. 
Can I this burden bear? 


Tomorrow's sun will never rise 
Without the Father's hand 

To guide its warming rays abroad 
And cheer this pleasant land. 


Each droplet in the rushing stream, 
Each fading, falling leaf 

In perfect harmony obey. 
Help Thou mine unbelief! 


So Thomas, let us courage take, 
Believe God at His word. 

For blessed those who have not seen; 
Believe, when they have heard. 


For doubting is the devil's trap 
To drag a Christian down 

Into the miry depths of Hell, 
Forever there to drown. 


So UP, my soul! Renew thy strength, 
Tho' fierce the battles rage. 

If thou canst foil the Devil's snare, 
How great shall be thy wage. 


John 20:29 "Jesus saith unto him, Thomas, 
because thou hast seen me, thou hast believed: 
blessed are they that have not seen, and yet 


have believed." 
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JANUARY 31 


CONTENTMENT 


Contentment is like rows of cows 
So peaceful in the barn; 

Their swishing tails and liquid eyes, 
Their simple, giving charms. 

No fame nor honour, rank, nor style, 
Nor pride defiles their thoughts; 

They seek no foreign holidays— 
Contentment is their lot. 


They're happy with a simple fare, 
Though day by day the same. 

But then, when round comes milking time 
They give with might and main. 

No hate or envy here are found, 
But each one does her best. 

Content when lots of straw abounds 
To give her comfy rest. 


Let's from these cows a lesson learn, 
And sure we'll gladder be— 

If you're content to be yourself, 
And I content with me. 

Though plain, unnoticed, is our lot, 
Nor over seas we roam, 

Contentment can't be sold or bought, 
But starts right here at home. 


I Timothy 6:6 "But godliness with content- 
ment is great gain." 
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FEBRUARY 


DONUTS 


School is out, 
And I'm homeward bound; 
My muffled plops 
The only sound— 
On the hungry, 
snowy lane. 


I plunge through drifts, 
Cross the famished lawn. 
My lean ribs tell me— 
Baking's on! 
Sniff the wayward wafts 
in vain. 
Now on the porch— 
The secret's out! 
Hot lard odours are 
All about. 
Of donuts, I 
have need! 


Now once inside, 
My starving eyes 
See rows of donuts 
Tantalize! 
But all are raw— 
indeed. 


I stare into 
The old black pot, 
At the yellow eyes 
In the lard so hot. 
Ma pokes my hungry ribs— 
"Not yet!" 


Into the spitting 
Lard one slides, 
Which soon to happy 
Growl subsides, 
(continued on next page) 
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As the donuts 
golden get. 


Time almost stops 
As the seething pot 
Gets the donuts 
I should've got. 
zs My stomach knots 
in pain. 
But then at last— 
They're done! THEY'RE DONE! 
Ma scoops them out now 
One by one. 
"The last laugh best, pot! 
I have gained." 


That gaping cavern 
'Twixt my ears 
Makes steaming donuts 
Disappear. 
The warmth within me 
grows. 


That hunger now 
Has fled and gone. 
And inits place a 
Happy yawn— 
That only a boy 
can know! 
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FEBRUARY 1 


This is a typical Sunday morning on a dairy 
farm. Twenty minutes before it is time to go, 
I realize a heifer has entered the most critical 
hours of her entire lactation... 

The debt load is high, margins are slim, 
mistakes are costly—both financially and 
spiritually... 


TO GO OR TO STAY 


The struggle was on and I could not decide— 
Better to go? or better abide? 

Would I be leaving my "mule in the well"? 

Nothing is certain and just time will tell. 

But extra petitions to Heaven were sent, 

As off to the church service we went. 

"Dear Lord help me accept the outcome You choose. 
Let me spirit'al gain if earthly I lose. 

Then there's a chance that all will be fine. 

Thy will be done, dear Father, not mine!" 

Then some hours later I came back and stared. 
Could life have been saved if I had been there? 
But if I'd stayed home, would my conscience smart? 
"Careful and troubled o'er earthly thou art?" 

Often in life some areas are grey, 

And we must decide—to go—or to stay. 


Matthew 26:39 "O my Father, if it be possible, 
let this cup pass from me: nevertheless not 
as I will, but as thou wilt. 
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FEBRUARY 2 
FEBRUARY RAIN 


The winter's been long, 
We wish it were gone, 
Then comes along February rain. 
It's cold and forlorn, 
It's worse than a storm: 
Brings floods into valley and plain. 


It seems out of tune 
With sun and the moon, 
But we know that true spring isn't yet. 
It drizzles one day 
Then all storms away; 
The hills and roads slippery get. 


It does make us glad. 
Why should we be sad? 
For it whispers of better to come. 
It teases bare spots 
From the cows' summer lot, 
Sends wistful white owls northbound home. 


Sometimes we feel pain 
Like Febr'ary rain 
When our life seems untimely and drab, 
But it whispers a hope, 
And broadens the scope 
We otherwise wouldn't have had. 


So let us rejoice 
At sorrow's grim voice, 
When the chastening rods seem too near. 
These help us to feel 
That Jesus is real— 
Yes, He is our Springtime all year. 


Romans 12:12 "Rejoicing in hope; patient in 
tribulation." 
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FEBRUARY 3 
ON THE BOAT OF LIFE 


Waves may toss us, 
Winds may blow, 
Coming whence, 
We do not know: 
Storms assail us, 
Tides will flow 
Driven by our 
Unseen foe. 

But in the end, 
We need to know, 
Where we row 

Is where we go. 


Psalm 59:8 "I would hasten my escape from 
the windy storm and tempest." 


FEBRUARY 4 


CHRIST KNOWS 


Men may misjudge thy aim, 
Think they have cause to blame 

And say, "Thou art wrong!" 
Keep on thy quiet way— 

Christ is the judge, not they! 


Romans 2:16 "...God shall judge the secrets 
of men by Jesus Christ..." 
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FEBRUARY 5 
PRAYERS 


Thru business I've gained many friends; 
They hail from the region's furthest ends. 
There's one I meet quite frequently 

Whom I'd presumed a Christian to be. 


He told me of a tragic end 
That had befelled a family friend. 
Two other tragedies befell, 
That selfsame summer, he did tell. 


"I'll pray for you," I gently said. 

"Don't need it," through my startled head 
Re-echoed as away he sped. 

Don't need my prayers? Why had he fled? 


You don't need prayers? You need them more 
Than ever I have known before. 

I cannot give you faith, my friend, 

But you can't stop the prayers I send. 


What do you think when you see me go, 
With horse and buggy, oh, so slow? 

Do speech and actions Christ proclaim? 
Or would Christ hang His head in shame? 


Is that why you don't need my prayers? 
When you my life with Christ's compare? 
Am I the Bible that you read? 

I AM — And I of prayers have need. 


I Thessalonians 5:17 "Pray without ceasing." 
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FEBRUARY 6 


EIN GEBET 


Herr, shau nieder aus dem Himmel; 
Kumm zu mir; mein Begier, 

H6re meine Stimme. 

Herr, ich sptire' mein Verderben 
Hilf dasz ich, Ewichlich, 

Dein Lob' singen werde. 


Herr, ich dank dich ftir die Zeiten 
Dasz Menschen, grosz und klein 
'Sammelt noch bei zeiten: 

Singen, loben deinen Namen, 

Herz und Mund, Dir zu kund. 
Wassere diesen Samen. 


Hatte etwas hier geschehen 

Was dich speid; Thut's mir Leid; 
Machst du's tiber sehen. 

Hilf dasz ich in gnaden zeiten 
Meinen Sinn, ferne hin 

Immer zu dir treibe. 


Lasz mein Leben deins bespiegeln 
Gieb mir Kraft, Dasz ich schaff' 
Gerne wu du fihrest. 

Herr, du hebst in deine Hande, 
Atem meins, oder keins 

Wenn du mach'st mein Ende. 


Psalm 29:2 "...betet an den Herrn in heiligen 
Schmuck." 


43 


FEBRUARY 7 


WHY ME? 


When my burden seemeth heavy 
And the way I cannot see, 

I am prone to faint and wonder, 
Why so hard, O Lord; why me? 


When the task, enormous, looming, 
Blocks the sunlight's brilliant shine, 

And the rocks are rough and jagged 
On the thorny road I climb... 


Then I fail to count my blessings 
Which I really ought to see, 

And again I start complaining, 
Why so heavy, Lord, why me? 


When I start to look about me 
For the blessings that He gave, 

And I cease to seek for reasons 
For the trials that I have... 


Then I find assuring comfort, 
For my Saviour now I see; 

And with Him to walk beside me 
I now wonder, why not me? 


Psalm 77:3 "I complained, and my spirit was 
overwhelmed." 
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FEBRUARY 8 
BEAUTY IN THE THORNS 


Who can see the beauty in a thicket full of 
thorns? 
For they pierce the man who's sowing, 
And they choke the wheat that's growing, 
And they signify that somewhere there is sorrow 
to be borne. 


Who finds joy in making crowns from branches 
of the thorns? 

Don't they rake the hands in weaving? 

Many bloody fingers leaving? 

Can there really be a pleasure in the plating of 
of the thorns? 


Who would smite the prisoner wearing such a 
crown of thorns? 

It's not just the thorns a-piercing, 

Or the soldiers beating fiercely; 

These just magnified the horror and the sorrow 
that he bore. 


Who'll deny the Saviour who wore all those 
dreadful thorns? 

We can too, through careless speaking, 

Anger, hate, and havoc wreaking, 

Then we're really, truly beating on that painful 
crown of thorns. 


Who can see a beauty in a crown of piercing 
thorns? 

He who wore them is forgiving, 

If we seek repentant living. 

Now I see a beauty in a thicket full of thorns. 


John 19:2 "And the soldiers platted a crown 
of thorns, and put it on his head..." 
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FEBRUARY 9 
DEMONSTRATION 


If someone asks you questions hard 
And wants an explanation, 

Think not that this alone will do 
Without a demonstration. 


Our words just whisper, actions shout; 
So be a demonstration. 

For if our deeds our words assault, 
They'll heed no explanation. 


So demonstrate a Godly life; 
You'll need few explanations, 

For men will read the walk you have: 
This is your demonstration. 


James 2:20 "But wilt thou know, O vain man, 
that faith without works is dead?" 


FEBRUARY 10 
STAY GOOD-LOOKING 


Look up to Jesus... 

Look for good in others... 

Look around and help the needy... 
Look out for evil... 

Look down on nobody... 

Look in the mirror for faults... 

Look for guidance in the Bible... 
Overlook other's shortcomings... 

Look ever for a better Home in Heaven. 


Hebrews 12:2 "Looking unto Jesus the author 
and finisher of our faith..." 
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FEBRUARY 11 


A THOUGHT 


A thought presents itself to us 
Without a lot of warning fuss. 

A little flit, devoid of voice. 
They're incapacitate of noise. 


Now that it's here, what shall we do? 
Behold it! For it comes from who? 

Our thoughts can do us good or harm, 
And rule us with an iron arm. 


Now if it's good, and full of love, 
Then give it room, around, above: 

Oh, cherish it, and make it grow 
Till those around you see its glow. 


But if it's bad, then stamp it out. 
Destroy it all beyond a doubt. 

For evil thoughts, if left alone, 
Become a master on your throne. 


So we do well to judge each thought, 
Decipher if it comes from God... 

For thoughts will into actions turn, 
And these a character will earn. 


Proverbs 12:5 "The thoughts of the righteous 
are right: but the counsels of the wicked are 


deceit." 
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FEBRUARY 12 


FAITHFULNESS 


There's nothing so great, 
And carries more weight 

In life, than humble faithfulness. 
Be faithful and true 

In what you're to do 
Then surely the Father can bless. 


God doesn't ask you 
To fill other's shoes; 

Be faithful in doing your part. 
Rewards will be great 

Both early and late 
If faithfulness stays in your heart. 


But if we go wrong 
The way will be long, 

For weary the unfaithful road. 
So bind in your heart 

The faithfulness part 
And willingly carry your load. 


Psalm 119:90 "Thy faithfulness is unto all 
generations..." 
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FEBRUARY 13 


FAITH DOESN'T HAVE THE ANSWERS 


Faith doesn't have the answers 
But keeps on just the same; 

It lives at peace with questions, 
Leaves all to Jesus' name. 


Faith doesn't have the answers 
To life's perplexing cares, 

But keeps right on a-climbing 
Up seeming endless stairs. 


If faith had all the answers 
"Twould no more faith be called, 

For faith will cease at seeing, 
Sight is not faith at all. 


Faith doesn't need the answers, 
'Tis good enough to know 

That God, who guards the answers 
Has all in His control. 


Faith looks through glass now darkly 
At things not yet revealed, 

Believing God who promised 
Has firm the answer sealed. 


Faith doesn't have the answers, 
It keeps on just the same, 

Faith doesn't need the answers, 
It trusts in Jesus' name. 


Hebrews 11:1 "Now faith is the substance 
of things hoped for, the evidence of things 
not seen." 
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FEBRUARY 14 


ROME 


Oh, beautiful Rome, that great city of old; 

Its power and its wealth and its splendour untold. 
Her strength throughout the world was renowned; 

Her grandeur exceeded the best to be found, 
Beautiful Rome... with her garrisons great 

How did she achieve such a marvellous state? 


By multitude efforts, who, day after day, 
Unnoticed, united, still struggled away. 

The task so enormous, impossible seemed, 
Yet bravely they struggled, creating their dream: 

At last, now, her spires ascended up high 
Till no one could miss them, who now passed them by. 


So—what can we learn from these legends of yore? 
Strive on, ever on, and you'll gain your reward. 
Strive on, bravely on, although others may sneer; 
Strive on, bravely on though unnoticed for years. 
For beautiful Rome took long years to build, 
So think not your labours from Heaven are hid. 


Luke 13:24 "Strive to enter in at the strait 
Gatera. ” 
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FEBRUARY 15 


FIVE LOAVES AND TWO FISHES 


Once more the Sabbath day draws near; 
Once more we long God's Word to hear. 
Oh Lord, we pray, our preachers bless 
And grant them strength and peaceful rest. 
We long to hear Thy words of love 
Which were inspired from above; 
The ministers need strength to stand; 
To comfort, chastise; God commands. 


O Holy Spirit, please come down 
That we may tread on sacred ground; 
For with the Spirit in our midst, 
We know it will us all assist; 
Not just the one who's called to preach. 
Each list'ning heart can too, be reached; 
The Truth is bitter, mixed with sweet. 
We need it all to keep us meek. 


If never warnings would be given 
We'd never find the way to heaven. 
Dear Father, bless Thy people here... 
The one who speaks, each listening ear. 
And through the words, may thoughts excel, 
Five loaves, two fishes, swell and swell. 
We, with the bits our baskets fill, 
And more of Truth in hearts instill. 


Mark 6:42 "And they did all eat, and were 
filled." 
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FEBRUARY 16 
CROSS OF CHRIST 


There's opportunes, and ample ones, 
To practise self-denial; 

And Christ will surely help us through 
Each harsh and fiery trial. 


We see something we'd like to have, 
But then decide against it; 

Because we Know someone we love 
Would find it quite offensive. 


The big machine that we could buy, 
(The dollars have been hoarded.) 

Could push a friend to jealousy 
Because he can't afford it. 


Each earthly pleasure that we leave 
Because of those behind us, 

Can help a friend a vict'ry win; 
And love will closer bind us. 


The cross of Christ is never forced 
On any earthly mortal, 

But it is what we choose to take 
To guide to Heaven's portal. 


Unpleasant things that come our way 
Are just presenting choices 

To see if we will take the cross, 
Or yield to Satan's voices. 


To daily take the cross of Christ, 
It surely bears repeating, 

For well we know the time will come 
He'll end His tender pleading. 


(continued on next page) 
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This is the time, our days of grace; 
Who knows when stops their number? 
Our mortal body soon will rest 
In cold and endless slumber. 


Times esi2 "Teaching us_ that, denying 
ungodliness and worldly lusts, we should live 
soberly, righteously, and godly, in this present 
world." 


FEBRUARY 17 
BE STRONG 


Be strong and of courage 
I go on before 

And when we get there I 
Will open a door. 

Just trust and obey, put 
Your hand now in mine, 

For I will not help you 
Before it is time; 

For I will not give you 
Tomorrow today, 

But I will give strength for 
Each step of the way. 

Cross over this Jordan 
Which now lies before, 

And fear not its surgings 
Nor breakers that roar. 

Be strong and of courage 
I go on before. 
"Be strong and of a good courage; 


neither be thou dismayed: for 
is with thee whithersoever 


Joshua 1:9 
be not afraid, 
the Lord thy God 
thou goest." 
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FEBRUARY 18 
NEED OR DESIRE? 


If you think you needed something 
That you simply haven't got, 

You might change your way of thinking 
And you find you need it not. 


Sometimes "needs" are only wishes, 
And it really isn't clear 

If that need was only something 
We had wanted very dear. 


If we wait awhile for something 
And try not to think about, 

We might find we've found a way that 
We can truly do without. 


Proverbs 16:32 "He that is slow to anger is 
better than the mighty; and he that ruleth 
his spirit than he that taketh a city." 


FEBRUARY 19 
NO FAREWELL 


The hand of death is oh, so swift; 
There is no time our eyes to lift, 

No time to say, "Dear Lord, forgive. 
For Thee and only Thee I'll live." 


When death's cold hand is sudden lain 
There is no ling'ring on in pain. 

But only those who have can tell 
How parting hurts without farewell. 


Beh "The sorrows of death compassed 
Meu. 
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FEBRUARY 20 


DISCIPLE OR CUSTOMER? 


Are you Christ's disciple 
Or just a customer? 

Do you serve Him daily, 
Or come when you prefer? 


If you're Christ's disciple 
You'll serve day and night, 
Striving every moment, 

Seeking Truth and Right. 


By your words and actions 
Radiating Light; 

Other souls will see you 
In the dark of night. 


Customers are fickle, 
Coming when they wish, 

Sampling, snooping, sorting, 
For the finest dish. 


If they find a trifle 
Doesn't suit their taste, 
They'll be moving elsewhere 
To a "better" place. 


Are you Christ's disciple, 
Working for the Truth? 

Or are you a customer 
Standing cool, aloof? 


' 


Psalm 100:2 "Serve the Lord with gladness...' 
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FEBRUARY 21 


IF GOD SAID "NO" 


Christ prayed to God, "Remove this cup" 
In dark Gethsemene, 

If God said "No" to Jesus' prayer, 
Why should He not to me? 


Sometimes I think I know the way 
That I would like to go; 

But if I really yield my will 
I'll sometimes hear a "No". 


Out through the foggy future dim, 
I think I see a way, 

But God might see a better route 
And answer, "Not today." 


If God says "No", why should I fret? 
Why not "Thy will be done"? 

Think I, I'm more than Jesus is? 
He said, "Thy will be done." 


Oh, aren't you glad "Thy will be done" 
Is what the Saviour meant? 

He gave His will that lonely night 
For me, his heart was rent. 


If God said "No" to Jesus' prayer, 
Why should He not to me? 

For far beyond the present day 
The future He can see. 


Luke 22:42 ",..nevertheless not my will, but 
thine, be done." 
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FEBRUARY 22 


NO CONFUSION 


The shepherds came down to the water 
To give to their sheep a cool drink, 

The sheep were soon mixed up and jumbled 
In utter confusion you'd think. 


To shepherds it seemed unperplexing— 
They knew that their sheep know their voice 

And when they would lead them on further, 
Their call would their sheep bring by choice. 


The sheep would not follow a stranger, 
To follow his lead they don't dare. 

They know that their own loving master 
Will keep them in his tender care. 


The better we all Know our Master 
And listen to His pleading voice 

The further we are from confusion 
If we will make Jesus our choice. 


Reject every wind of false doctrine— 
Confusion they surely will sow. 

Contentment is found with our Shepherd— 
Wherever He leads we will go. 


John 10:4 "...and the sheep follow him: for 
they know his voice." 
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FEBRUARY 23 


SACRIFICE 


Through all sacrifices 
That life asks of me 

There's been constant blessings 
That flowed rich and free. 


If sacrifices I've made 
It seems truly small— 

Compared to what Jesus 
Has done for us all. 


What gains I can garner 
By resting content 

Instead of refusing 
What God to me sent. 


Whatever befalls me, 
God's permit has passed— 

It's not mine to question. 
No reason to ask. 


Content that God's leading 
Is not a mistake, 

Lord, help me be willing 
My burden to take. 


Lord make me a blessing 
To people, I pray; 

To reach out to others 
I meet ev'ry day. 


Romans 12:1 


...that ye present your bodies 


a living sacrifice, holy, acceptable unto God..." 
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FEBRUARY 24 


WHY? 


Why do I write and why do I cry? 
People may wonder—but God knows why. 

"Potter, why hast Thou made me thus?" 
Is not mine to ask, but only to trust. 


Trust there's a reason 
Tho' I cannot see 

Why God has chosen 
Me to be me. 


Faint in the spirit 
When storms arise, 

Prone, Lord, to wander 
Off to the side. 


Why do my tears flow 
Often and soon? 

Why do I write at 
Midnight or noon? 


Sharp tho' Thy tools, Lord, 
This is my plea... 

Don't stop the fixing 
Needed in me. 


Jeremiah 18:6 "Behold, as the clay is in the 
potter's hand, so are ye in mine hand, O house 


of Israel." 
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FEBRUARY 25 


THE OTHER STONES 


Five small fitting pebbles 
The shepherd boy took. 

They blended with others 
In the gurgling brook. 


What about the rest then, 
Down there in the brook? 

Were they then not needed 
That they were not took? 


Yes, they were needed 
Right there; never fear 
Keeping the brooklet 

Rippling and clear. 


Footing for the herons 
Fishing for the trout, 

Niches for the minnows 
Darting all about. 


If you feel you're hidden 
In life's gurgling stream 

Let not slime of envy 
Turn the water green. 


What about the others 
David didn't need? 

What the shepherd did with them 
Never do we read. 


Possibly a purpose 
Hid throughout the years— 
Maybe their sole purpose was 
To quiet David's fears. 


(continued on next page) 
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One, or four, or others— 
Pebbles in life's brook— 

We all have a reason 
Not to feel forsook. 


I Samuel 17:40 “And he took his staff in his 
hand, and chose him five smooth stones out 
of the brook..." 


FEBRUARY 26 
FLICKERING LIGHT 


Why is it that tonight I feel 
My courage low, just like my zeal? 
Dear Lord, revive this feeble flame 
That it may brightly shine again. 


Oh, give my light a constant glow 
That other folks your love may know; 
Lord, let it be a beacon bright 
To others in the dark of night. 


For Lord, I want to do Thy will, 
And not draw back from life until 
You call me to a better home 
Where flick'ring lights can brightly glow. 


Psalm 85:6 "Wilt thou not revive us again: 
that thy people may rejoice in thee?" 
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FEBRUARY 27 


TALK WITH THE SHEPHERD 


When vigil is lonely, 
Your eyes kept from sleep, 
Go talk with the Shepherd; 
Stop counting the sheep. 


When tears are your comfort, 
Your pillow a stone, 

Go talk with the Shepherd. 
You are not alone. 


When morning is foggy 
And rainy and grey, 

Go talk with the Shepherd 
Lest sheep go astray. 


When winter is coming 
And barren the land, 

Go talk of the Shepherd; 
Help gather the lambs. 


With storm clouds arising 
And winds shrieking, cold; 

Go talk of the Shepherd, 
Bring sheep to the fold. 


Hebrews’ 13:20-21 US cour sbordedwesus. that 
great shepherd of the sheep... make you 
perfect in every good work..." 
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FEBRUARY 28 
BLESSINGS IN DISGUISE 


When it's bitter cold, and windy 
And the house walls seem too thin, 
There is snow that needs be shovelled 
Ere the barn will let me in; 
Then the water lines are frozen 
And they will not all get thawed, 
So the chores take twice, or longer 
Than I know they really ought. 


Oh! the dog has had her puppies 
Just inside the north barn wall, 

So I move the newborn creatures, 
Some are frozen, but not all. 

There's no vacuum now for milking, 
Somewhere moisture turned to ice, 

I have thawed the regulator— 
Must I really do that twice? 


I can feel the tension building, 
And my head is nigh to split— 

WHOA! It's time to count my blessings 
Every one, and little bits. 

There's still water in the milkhouse, 
And still seven puppies left— 

All the buildings are still standing, 
Of life's needs I'm not bereft. 


There's a family that I know of, 
Heard their house burned down this week, 
Of my petty little grievance 
I am now ashamed to speak. 
So, to put it in perspective, 
I had blessings in disguise, 
I should never take for granted 
When the sun reigns in the skies. 


Ephesians 5:20 "Giving thanks always for all 
things untorvGod...." 
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FEBRUARY 29 
FEBRUARY TWENTY-NINE 


Ah! Today we are reminded 

Of perfection in God's work. 
How the earth in keen precision 
Keeps its orbit without quirk. 
Now we stand in admiration 

Of our Great Almighty God 

Who commands the very universe 
From the star-worlds to the sod. 


O, we fathers, to our children 
Good examples must we set 

For we have a God in heaven 
Whose commandments must be met. 
He will not regard it lightly 

If we teach our children wrong 
For we are their daily roadmap 

In our word and deed and song. 


You were young and inexperienced 
Just a little while ago; 

You looked up to men around you 
What they say and do and know. 
What did you expect of others, 
Then, the age that you are now? 
Can you meet the expectations 

Of the ones behind you now? 


Psalm 8: 3-4 "When I consider thy heavens, 
the work of thy fingers, the moon and the 
stars, which thou hast ordained; What is man, 
that thou art mindful of him, and the son of 
man, that thou visitest him?" 
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MARCH 


THE HOUSE WITH NOBODY IN IT 


'Tis an old, old place 
With an ancient grace 
And slow is every minute. 
Its better days 
Are in memory's haze, 
The house with nobody in it. 


Only yesteryear 
Was shed a tear 
For her who lived within it. 
'Tis a sad, sad tale 
That the bricks bewail 
From the house with nobody in it. 


The sagging porch 
Once held a torch 
Of welcoming light within it; 
There are creaking stairs 
And vacant chairs 
In the house with noboby in it. 


On, the cold wind howls 
And a stray dog growls 
And darkness seems infinite 
As the swirling storm 
Moans so forlorn 
Round the house with nobody in it. 


(continued on next page) 
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Now the soft moon sheens 
On the lifeless scenes 
As longing to begin it— 
And bring to life 
Some warmth or light 
From the house with nobody in it. 


In summer hours 
Neglected flowers 
Beg love from those within it. 
But nobody comes... 
And nobody comes... 
And nobody comes... 
For the house has nobody in it. 


ae j 
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MARCH 


THE RIVER 


Oh, our thoughts are like a river 
Flowing on forever more; 

Dashing, gurgling, splashing, circling, 
Ever closer to death's door. 


Like the water thru the valley, 
Tearing canyons as it goes, 

So the thoughts within are patterned 
In the course we let them go. 


Oh the river's course is altered 

With machine and dynamite, 

But the errant thoughts are straitened 
Through the blood of Jesus Christ. 


I John 1:7 ",...and the blood of Jesus Christ 
his Son cleanseth us from all sin." 
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MARCH 2 


WHOSOEVER 


For God so loved this sinful world 
And so His love to us unfurled 
That whosoever would believe, 
And Christ the Saviour doth receive— 
Shall have eternal life. 


And then the Lamb shall take the book 
And search with an unerring look 

And whosoever shall be missed, 
Not in the book of Life be list’, 

Is cast into the fire. 


And whosoever thirsts may come, 
The Spirit and the Bride say "Come" 
Unto the Lamb upon His throne, 
Who seeks all people for His own 
To lead them to their rest. 


Those "Whosoever's" encompass 

The young and old, and first and last, 
All people ever that were born 

E'en since the very world was formed. 
Even so, Lord Jesus, come. 


Revelation 22:17 "And let him that is athirst 
come. And whosoever will, let him take the 
water of life freely." 
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MARCH 
PRUNING 


On first warm days of balmy spring 
Out to the orchard I must bring 

The pruner from the shed. 

I snip and cut and saw away 

The froward branch that leads astray, 
The injured limbs, and dead. 


It seems so brutal, cruel, and mean 

To cut these branches young and green 
From this, my apple tree; 

But I am cheerful in the snow 

For with this pruning, well I know 
More fruit I'll surely see. 


Now, while I'm pruning apple trees 
A striking likeness soon I see, 
When I behold my life. 

Not once a year, but day by day, 
I need to cut and prune away 

All bitterness and strife. 


At other times the Gard'ner Great 
Will prune where I would hesitate, 
Or scarcely see the need. 

It seems so cruel to my blind eyes; 
Within, my heart for mercy cries 
And understanding seeks. 


In patience let me stronger grow 
Like apple trees that row on row 
Their fruit so gladly bring, 

And even tho' I cannot see 

The reason why the Lord prunes me, 
Still trusting, to Him cling. 


John 15:2 “Every branch in me that beareth 
not fruit he taketh away: and every branch 
that beareth fruit, he purgeth it, that it may 
bring forth more fruit." 
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MARCH 4 


CARING 


We went upon a journey small, 
We really should more often, 
To visit shut-in older folk, 
Their winter days to soften. 


They're all so cheerful with their lot, 
Each in their little houses; 

Two single sisters aged and grey, 
And some with ailing spouses. 


They were so happy that we came 
Fresh thoughts and gladness bringing; 
And their gladness brought us joy, 
This sets all heartbells ringing. 


The moments shared with other folks 
Will help their days to brighten; 
It brings new hope to lonely hours, 
And helps their load to lighten. 


Isaiah 1:16,17 "Wash you, make you clean... 


relieve the oppressed, judge the fatherless, 
plead for the widow." 
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MARCH 5 


REMEMBER JESUS 


'Twas eventide in Bethany 
Two thousand years ago, 

The Saviour wrestled 'lone with fears 
Of bitter death and woe. 


When on the shameful cross He hung, 
When Judas had betrayed, 

With cruel nails they pierced His hands, 
"Dear God, forgive," He prayed. 


'Tis party time and people gay 
With "fun and games" are all around, 
Light-hearted actions—spirits proud— 
Reckless deeds and thoughts abound. 


For every evil deed you've done, 
And heedless thought you've given, 

Into the bleeding heart of Christ 
Another nail is driven. 


Oh why, dear sinner, is it so? 
Please ask to be forgiven; 

This will your Lord quite gladly do. 
Prepare your soul for Heaven. 


Galatians. 5:21. ."...and revellings, and- such 
like...and they which do such things shall 


not inherit the Kingdom of God." 
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MARCH 6 


THE CHOICE 


"How grand this kingdom I have built!" 
So proud Nebuchadnezzar felt. 

"How fine my palace and my throne, 

My fame throughout the world has flown!" 
But then he had an awful dream, 

A creature like a beast he seemed; 

He ate the grass from off the land, 

Like claws the nails upon his hand. 

And then, worse yet, his dream came true! 
His body wet with morning dew. 

For seven years he lived with beasts, 

No more was holding foolish feasts. 

Until he lost that foolish pride; 

And no more God as King denied. 

God will exalt or else abase, 

To prove His will to human race. 


Belshazzar with a thousand lords, 

He ate and drank, spoke haughty words. 
Gold vessels from the temple took, 

And cared not for the holy book. 

A hand appeared upon the wall— 

In letters bold, yet strange to all. 

He called soothsayers and Chaldeans, 

To tell him what the message means. 

In vain they tried, but none could tell, 
Then—someone thought of Daniel. 

"A message clear, O King, I see, 

Thy kingdom shall be torn from thee. 
You have been weighed, and wanting found, 
Your carcass soon shall feed the ground. 
Your wealth goes to the Persians, Medes, 
Because to God you gave no heed." 


(continued on next page) 
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How great, O God, must be my fall, 
Until I can surrender all? 

How long will You forgiving be, 
When oft You find this sin in me? 
How great Your love to all mankind! 
To have compassion, You're inclined. 
And so a choice we all must make 
The road to Christ or hell to take. 


I Samuel 2:3 "Talk no more so exceeding 
proudly; let not arrogancy come out of your 
mouth..." 


MARCH 7 
FRIENDSHIP IS A GIFT OF GOD 


God made lots of wonderful scenes— 
Sunsets and roses and trees, 
Birds and starlight and rippling streams— 
After He made all of these 
He gave the earth a gift more fair, 
More wonderful and more true: 
Of all His gifts, the one most rare 
Is a friend as dear as you. 


Proverbs 27:10 "Thine own friend, and_ thy 
Father's friend forsake not..." 
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MARCH 8 


OH NO! 


Alas, how soon can I forget? 
'Twas Easter Day till sun had set; 
Then on this morning bright and clear 
I quite forgot that God was near. 
I've sinned against His Holy Word, 
As though His promise was not heard; 
If I should die upon this day 
And angels took my soul away, 
Alas, in heav'n would be no room 
But turned out in eternal doom. 
Dear God in heaven, please forgive, 
And once again I'll strive to live 
According to Thy Holy Word, 
And seek not pleasures of this world. 


Psalm 51:2 "Wash me thoroughly from mine 
iniquity, and cleanse me from my sin." 


MARCH 9 
THE DEEPER WATER 


The deeper the river 

The smoother the flow, 
While shallower streamlets 
With murmurings go; 

The deeper the water 

The richer the song 

Of blendings harmonious 
From ripples great throng. 


(continued on next page) 
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Though under the water 
The jagged rocks pierce, 
And streambeds are littered 
From floods wild and fierce; 
Yet up on the surface 

No whitecaps are seen 

The rivers flow onward 

So calm and serene. 


The greater the love is 
The more it forbears, 

The more it helps others 
Their burdens to share; 
The deeper the love is 

The more it shines through 
In all of our actions 

And speech clean and true. 


Though deep in the bosom 
Were cruel darts flung, 
The heartbeat does waver, 
So sharp was it stung. 
Temptations attacking, 
And troubles surround; 
Yet faith in the Saviour 
Makes all else lose ground. 


The deeper the water; 
The sweeter the song; 
The purer the heart is 
The nobler its throb. 


Psalm 37:8 ".,and thou shalt make them 
drink of the river of thy pleasures." 
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MARCH 10 


..-AND BENJAMIN TOO 


When you're far away from homelands, 
All destitute and lone; 

It seems you gave up all you had, 
Your pillow is a stone. 


Though the pain you wish was over, 
But God might not be done; 

He might ask you for Joseph yet, 
Your Rachel's oldest son. 


Then when seems the trial hardest 
Seems more than you can bear, 

Remember there is Benjamin— 
Would you—for God—him spare? 


"Oh, no! Grey hairs upon my head 
In grief would lay me low. 

My dear, beloved Benjamin, 
I cannot let him go." 


But Benjamin indeed must go, 
Tho' bitter be that day; 

Tho' grief and sorrow, then the grave 
May seem the only way. 


For who can know the mind of God, 
Or blindly judge His call? 

For many blessings will He give 
If we give up our all. 


James 4:7 "Submit yourselves therefore to 
God." 
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MARCH 11 


THE LONE COAL 
An Allegory 


The coals upon the hearth were red 
All snuggled in a cozy bed, 


Each helping all the rest to stay 
And drive the chilling cold away. 


One tumbled out, "I'm hot," said he, 
"I'll keep my heat alone you see." 


The glowing embers long did plead, 
But wayward coal gave little heed; 


And for awhile it seemed as though 
He would succeed to keep his glow. 


But by and by his light grew dim, 
As blacker grew his outer rim. 


The glowing embers begged him turn 
And with their heat again to burn. 


Yet blacker grew the wayward coal; 
Alas! He failed to reach his goal: 


Until at last one awful day 
He's thrown with other ash away. 


Hebrews 10:25 "Not forsaking the assembling 
of ourselves together... s 
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MARCH 12 
BRINGING CHEER 


We saw a lonely widow 
Who passed her time away 
A-sitting in the window 
To watch the passing day. 
Those hands that once were busy 
With little children's cares, 
In reverence often folded 
In humble fervent prayers. 


Today the sun is shining 
And now you folks are here, 
No reason to be lonely, 
You've brought me so much cheer. 
Tonight when daylight fadeth 
And darkness closes in, 
'Tis then begins the struggle, 
For I'm alone again. 


I'm satisfied that Amos 
Should be the first to go, 

While I stay here a-waiting, 
It won't be long, I know. 

God knows I have a longing 
To come to Him and rest, 

Yet gladly I will stay here— 
Whatever God sees best. 


God bless you, dear old woman; 
You've given us much more 

Than we could ever leave you 
By coming through your door. 

Let's pray for one another, 
Whate'ver our lot may be. 

God grant we'll be united 
Beyond death's lonely sea. 


James 1:27 "Pure religion and_ undefiled 
before God and the Father is this, To visit 
the fatherless and widows in their afflicton, 
and to keep himself unspotted from the world." 
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MARCH 13 


'TIS IN THY HEART 


There is a work for everyone 

Who has a heart to do it; 

We, everyone, receive a call, 

Take heart, get up, and to it. 


Think not you are too weak and poor, 
That there's no good inside you. 

Hath not the Lord God formed you thus? 
Will He not cheer and guide you? 


Think not the task too hid or small, 
If it is yours, so be it. 

The little things in life do count 
When no one's there to see it. 


Nor yet too big, make strong thine arm: 
It's in thy heart to do it. 

The Lord with purpose set thee here, 
He'll surely help you through it. 


The Lord looks for a willing heart 
In all He has created, 

There is a work for everyone, 
This cannot be debated. 


Tl” Cormthionss 6-125 For jf..there. be first 
a willing mind..." 
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MARCH 14 


STONEY PILLOW 


Jacob was a traveller, 
His pillow was a stone; 

He wrestled with an angel 
Till night had almost flown. 

He asked the Lord to bless him, 
He wrestled until then. 

But lame through life he journeyed 
Henceforth until the end. 


Sometimes in life my pillow 
Is hard like Jacob's stone; 

I wrestle in the darkness 
To make God's will my own. 

God's will is never erring, 
But mine adjusting needs. 

So if all night I wrestle, 
It is because of ME. 


I want the Lord to bless me 
As onward I would go, 
But if I want that blessing 
My will must be brought low. 
Though lame through life I journey, 
'Tis better thus to be 
Than nimble on the highway 
That Satan offers me. 


Genesis 28:11 "...and he took of the stones 
of that place, and put them for his pillows, 
and lay down in that place to sleep." 
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MARCH 15 


LESSONS IN LIFE 


While buffeting, blowing, 
With pelting and snowing, 
And sleeting and stinging 
While whirling and flinging— 
There are some things in life 
We learn best in the storm... 


Endurance and courage 
And strength need to nourish 
Our patience, commanding 
To keep right on standing, 
Until in life, weather 
Returns to the norm. 


While watching and waiting, 
Serene contemplating; 
In long restful hours 
We soak up new powers, 
While watching the sunrise 
Or unfolding rose. 


Fond memories returning 
Set heart throbs a-yearning 
While deep meditation 
Is good medication; 
There are some things in life 
We learn best in repose. 


I, Peter 1s? 2ihat*the triaP-oj your’ faith. ... 
though it be tried with fire, might be found 
unto praise and honour and glory at the 
appearing of Jesus Christ." 
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MARCH 16 


A COMMON MAN 


I'm called to be a common man. 
I know it's part of God's great plan 
To sit and listen while the Word 
Is preached, and truths of God are heard. 


I have a work none else can do, 
For God made me unique from you. 
You have a place that I can't fill 
If we would stay within God's will. 


I'm called to be a common man, 
Free; called to write, for write I can. 
Perhaps a heart somewhere I'll touch 
If God should guide my writings such. 


I pray for leaders of the church, 
For all who seek God's Holy Word. 

God called me twice to share the lot, 
But stand to preach—that He did not. 


God, work through me, a common man, 
And help me do what good I can; 

If I see someone bowed with care 
Then give me wisdom, strength to share. 


God works His will through common men; 
Sends each a different calling then, 

Some preachers, laity. God's plan 
Sees each a called, yet common man. 


John 21:22 "Jesus saith unto him, If I will 
that he tarry till I come, what is that to thee? 
follow thou me." 
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MARCH 17 
WATCH YOUR THOUGHTS 


Keep your thoughts both sweet and sure 
That your words fall soft, secure. 

Watch your words lest hearts you break, 
Somehow, words will actions make. 

Check your actions, for they grow 
Into habits, fast, we know. 

Habits rooted deep and firm 
Will become your character. 

Watch your character for sure— 
It your destiny secures. 

Hell and Heaven end have none... 
Yours the choice—by thoughts begun. 


Proverbs 23:7 "For as he thinketh in his 
heart, so is he..." 


HEARTACHE pera 18 
It isn't what I did today 
But what I didn't do 
That makes my heart feel leaden 
When now the day is through, 


The helping hand I didn't lend, 
The mile I didn't go, 

The cheer I should have passed along— 
These fill my heart with woe. 


If I had spent some time in thought, 
Been braver all along. 

Oh, could I only do it o'er, 
No—the opportune is gone. 


Luke 12:47 "And that servant, which knew 
his lord's will, and prepared not himself, 
neither did according to his will, shall be 
beaten with many stripes." 
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MARCH 19 
DID YOU KNOW? 


Did you know I needed warning 
To stay on the narrow way? 

Knew that I was prone to wander, 
Was forgetful, prone to stray? 


Did you know I need reminders 

To be thankful day and night? 
That the things I take for granted 
Are a blessing, not a right? 


Did you know I was discouraged, 

Burdened, weary, and cast down? 
That my vision had got blurry 

Of that heav'nly Home and Crown? 


Did you know I needed caution— 
Earthly cares should not come first? 
That my soul had need of manna— 
Living waters for its thirst? 


Did you know I need assurance 
That when I have done my best, 
Though I'm far from being perfect, 
Jesus' grace will do the rest? 


Yes, you knew it, I could feel it, 


Felt God's love flow through your voice: 


Yes, for I am just like others, 
Who would follow Christ by choice. 


Proud, discouraged, firm, or shaken, 


Sometimes daring not to stand; 
We all need to help each other 
Journey to that promised land. 


Hebrews 3:13 "But exhort one _ another 


daily..." 
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MARCH 20 


NOW YOU'RE A MAN 


It seems just like last week my teenaged years sped, 
But now are my children in those years instead. 

It seems like a vapour have twenty years flown, 
Were lent for my using; they were not my own. 

So what have I learned from those fast-fleeting years? 
I've learned of the freedom that yieldedness bears. 
Those things I was told that I should—or not—do, 
Seemed first like the letters and laws of the Jews. 
For each for himself must grow into the "why's", 
How blessed the man that is thereby made wise. 

Be courteous to women; be friendly to men, 

And hark to the promptings, the Spirit within. 

The girls are friends' sisters, or sister's best friends, 
We're all in God's family, no circle has ends. 

When you're in mixed friendship give each one a space, 
We each have a zone for our comfort and grace. 

A smile is a boomerang sure to come back, 

The same for aloofness, and foolish wise cracks. 
O—temp'rance, a spirit you'll never regret, 

When practised, more easy and normal it gets. 

Shun evil companions for like begets like, 

But strengthen each other to stand for the right. 
Tomorrow reminiscing, more things will seem clear, 
So strive bravely on, tho’ you shed secret tears. 
Our God sees in secret, the good and the bad, 

So seek out His will and be stronger a lad. 

To give up our will for another's brings joy, 

And this is a sign that you're not just a boy, 

For Christ our dear Brother was tempted like we, 
And yet He was sinless, not fallen like me. 

Your Bible, read daily; to elders give heed. 

For now you're a man, and Christ's foll'wer, I see. 


1 Corinthians 16713 ":..quit ‘ye like men, 
be strong." 
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MARCH 21 


STOPPED 


Had it been me—hit on the road. 
There lies the body, bruised in the snow. 


Lo! Now the vital signs have all gone... 
Whence flies the spirit, travelling on? 


Upward to Jesus? Downward to Hell? 
None knows but God and He knows it well. 
How would folks feel by what I have done, 
And, would the Master say, "Come Home"? 


What of examples I've left behind— 
Point they to Jesus? Do they make blind? 
Never a moment's warning was sent, 
But in an instant, life was all spent. 


We still alive must heed ere too late, 
Ready our souls for death will not wait. 
There lies the carcass, lifeless and blue, 
How would it be if that body was you? 


Proverbs 27:1 "Boast not thyself of tomorrow; 
for thou knowest not what a day may bring 
forth." 
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MARCH 22 


IF FATHER WERE ALIVE 


If my father were still living, 
Would my choices make him glad? 

Does my life still run according 
To the teaching that I had? 


If he saw my growing children 
And the teaching that I give, 

Would we bring him satisfaction 
With the life we try to live? 


Could he see a firm connection 
With the heritage he left? 

Would our doing and our leaving 
Leave him desolate, bereft? 


He was not a perfect human 
But he tried to teach what's right. 
And I trust the life I'm living 
Still is led by that same Light. 


Psalm 34:11 "Come, ye children, hearken 
unto me: I will teach you the fear of the 


Lord! 
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MARCH 23 


A SOFT ANSWER 


Had the bridles on the horses, 
Just about to hitch them up, 

When I heard this engine revving, 
And I knew a truck was stuck. 


Thermometer showed cracking cold, 
Perfect day for making ice— 

Rubber wheels on wet snow spinning 
Made it slippery in a trice. 


Oh! that trucker was afretting. 
Said my barnhill was the worst. 

Said the other folk have good hills 
Like the summertime, almost. 


I suggested heavy salting, 
But he would not hear that thought; 
So in silence I just walked off— 
And my loader tractor brought. 


Very soon we had him out 
So I helped him with his pipes. 

Now his mood was sure achanging, 
Had a grin instead of gripes. 


Now I stayed till he'd unloaded, 
Helped him throw his pipes back in. 

Watched in case he'd start aspinning 
Like he had when he came in. 


In the course of conversation, 
(Once his wrath had settled been) 
I could now suggest a_ better 

Winter way of coming in. 
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So he thanked me for my helping, 
Said in summer my hill's best. 

He can get in here more easy 
Than he can in all the rest. 


Now I pondered this occasion 
As the snow swirled in his wake, 

Of the good of calm composure 
When a temper is at stake. 


Proverbs 15:1 "A soft answer turneth away 
wrath..." 


THE MUSKOX ere 
The muskox are a shaggy beast 
With curly horns, to say the least, 
A fiesty, stick-together crew, 
And this in danger will they do: 
They'll make a circle, horns thrust out, 
The calves within, the foe without. 
So he who wants to kill their young 
Might well upon those horns be hung. 


Let's take a lesson from this ox, 
When Satan comes—a sly old fox— 
To woo our young, our weak, our old, 
Wherever he may get a hold. 
Let's keep a watch on every side, 
The shield of faith, keep hold, besides. 
For all together, we can win, 
The foe without, the church within. 


Matthew 18:20 "for where two or three are 


gathered together in my name, there am I 
in the midst of them." 
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MARCH 25 


CONTENTMENT'S RICHES 


He who finds himself contented 
Though his earthly wealth is small, 

Will be rich in things that matter, 
Richest person of us all. 


Let us therefore be contented; 
It is more than earthly wealth, 

It is more than fame or fortune, 
World renowned, or gold, or health. 


Find contentment in the moment 
That the Lord has given thee, 

In the countless little blessings 
He bestows so lovingly. 


Find a man who's rich and famous, 
And contented with the same, 


Then go seek for stars at noonday... 


They are both a search in vain. 


He who finds himself contented 
When his earthly wealth is least, 

Is the richest of all people, 
Though we search from west to east. 


Philippians 4:11 "...for I have learned, 
whatsoever state I am, therewith to 
content." 
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MARCH 26 


SINGING TIGHT 


When the strings of life are stretching 
And you're wound up singing tight, 
Duties seem to be all endless, 
Though you try with all your might. 


Tighter yet, till nerves start creaking 
And you're just about to snap, 

Life seems just a frenzied flurry; 
You seem drained of all your sap. 


Now it's time to start your singing 
While life's strings are humming tight. 
You will find that life has music, 

Like a birdsong in the night. 


You will find yourself relaxing, 
And the strings of life less tight, 
Though the duties haven't altered, 
You've regained your poise and might. 


Try a cautious hum or whistle, 
Or a trumpet-throaty tune, 
You will find life's maddened muddle 


Will have settled very soon. 


Psalm 95:1 "QO come, let us sing unto the 
Lorde..." 


Spe 


MARCH 27 


SONG IN THE NIGHT 


Just a cautious little twitter, 
Half a warble, half a yawn, 

In the darkest nighttime hours 
Ere the faintest hint of dawn. 


Here is hope, when hope seems senseless, 
Here is trust, when trust seems vain; 

Here is faith, when faith seems futile 
That the day will break again. 


Oh! for faith like little birdlings 
In the darkest of the night; 

Oh, for trust that soon the morning 
Will return with glorious light! 


Ah, my soul, now rouse, be hopeful 
Through the darkest time of gloom, 

For you know that soon the morning 
Strikes with gold your inner room. 


Psalm 42:8 "Yet the Lord will command _ his 
lovingkindness in the daytime, and in the 
night his song shall be with me..." 
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MARCH 28 


A WARNING 


He was a normal teenaged lad... 
But disobedience showed, 

He lost his driver's licence then 
For speeding on the road. 

Police still left provision, thus— 
To drive to work and back, 

But any other driving was 
Beyond the permit track. 


One evening, with a teenage streak, 
He sped past home t'ward town; 
But hadn't gotten very far 
Before he was cut down. 
He had a fatal accident 
And mortal life had fled. 
He died in disobedience there, 
God judge the life he led. 


God is a loving God of grace 
But uses varied ways 

To show that people mocking Him 
An awful judgement face. 

We dare not disobey His Word, 
And shrug off with a grin, 

For wilful disobedience 
Is definitely sin. 


I Samuel 15:23 "For rebellion is as the sin 
of witchcraft..." 
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MARCH 29 


DUTY 


It's not the preacher's duty 
To keep the folk awake, 
It's not even his duty 
The service exciting make. 
Oh, no—but it's his duty 
To spread the Word of God. 
This is his highest calling, 
To teach God's love—and rod. 


It's not the layman's duty 

To stand and preach in church, 
But it's his moral duty 

To keep attentive perch. 
It's also Christian duty 

To read God's Word at home, 
Creating thus, a longing 

For Heaven's glorious Home. 


Romans 10:14,15 "...and how shall they hear 
without a _ preacher? And how shall they 
preach, except they be sent?" 
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MARCH 30 


OBEDIENCE 


When Israel came to Canaan's land, 
For forty years a roving band, 
The most had never owned a home, 
Knew nothing but to roam and roam. 
Before them now a city lay, 
It seemed just what they need that day... 
To drive the people out, then use 
Their crops, their homes, their cows, and ewes 


But God had planned a different route, 
Destroy their homes, and all the loot. 
Keep nothing back, but spoil the whole. 
It seemed a harsh, contrary role. 
The human mind can't comprehend, 
For only God can see the end. 
Obedience is what God demands; 
Ev'n though we do not understand. 


Sometimes in life we hear God's voice 
But cannot understand His choice. 
We are not asked to understand, 
Nor reasons ask, nor comeprehend. 
The choice for us, obedience, or 
Be barred from Heaven's blissful shore. 
God's time of grace is growing thin— 
To disobey is surely sin. 


Psalm 119:4 "Thou hast commanded us _ to 
keep thy precepts diligently." 
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MARCH 31 


WALKING TO EMMAUS 


We were walking down the road 
to Emmaus, 
How our hearts were crushed 
with sorrow on that day... 
Shock and unbelief were 
our companions, 
For the priests had killed 
and dragged our Lord away. 


Were you with me on the road 
to Emmaus? 
We discussed the situation, stark 
with shame; 
And we didn't recognize 
our Saviour... 
He to us seemed like a stranger 
when He came. 


Friend, remember when you're walking 
to Emmaus, 
Whatsoever has befallen 
you that day... 
Let your heart not be so hard 
and unbelieving 
That you wouldn't know the Saviour 
when He came. 


Luke 24:32 "...Did not our heart burn within 
us, while he talked with us by the way..." 
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APRIL 


THE WATERFALLS 


The droplets are dancing 
And the wavelets are prancing 
Where the cascade comes crashing 
O'er the edge of the cliff. 
Forever more sounding 
Are echoes rebounding 
Where white foaming bubbles 
Into quiet pools slip. 
Still swiftly a-swirling, 
O'er rock faces whirling 
To the floor of the valley 
Far away down below. 
So endlessly flinging 
Where mists are a-clinging 
To the boughs of the cedars 
While the wildflowers grow. 
The sunbeams are skipping, 
O'er granite cliffs slipping, 
Where breezes play tag 
In the delicate spray. 
The waters are leaping, 
The rocks all bare sweeping, 
For there's nothing to keep them 
All the whole lovely day. 
Its spell is not broken 
No word has it spoken, 
As the waters come smashing 
In a turbulent stream. 
So laughing and swishing, 
No beat ever missing 
As the splashing re-echoes 
In our fondest of dreams. 
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APRIL 1 


I GO A-FISHING 


"Well, I go a-fishing," 
Is what Peter said. 
The tomb was now empty— 
The Lord they thought dead; 
Away from the pain and 
The stress of that week, 
He's back to his labour 
A normal to seek. 


Our Lord, though now risen, 
Walked not as before, 

Appeared to them sudden 
Behind the locked door; 

Their dulled comprehension 
Could not understand 

That this was a part of 
God's almighty plan. 


How often, like Peter, 
When pressures get high, 
Then out to the barn to 
My "fishing" go I. 
The creatures relax me, 
And choring does too; 
My mind grows more stable 
To think the things through. 


So when Jesus tells me 
To cast out my net 
To yon' side of vessel, 
I never should fret. 
In vain I oft labour 
Through long faithless night 


(continued on next page) 
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Till I am reminded 
To cast on the right! 
Then to my enjoyment, 
I find fishes there 
If Faith is my partner 
Instead of despair. 


John 21:3 "Simon Peter saith unto them, I 
Goa Fishing... 


APRIL 2 


THE PLOW OF GOD 


I find it hard to bring to words 
The thoughts that in my heart have stirred. 
Within my soul, the hand of God 
Has plowed the furrows of the sod, 
Reminded me that I am not 
Ev'n capable of one good thought. 
His voice again has showed to me 
I'm full of gross iniquity. 
My soul is full of thorns and weeds— 
Of hoe and spade there is a need 
So cleanse me from my sin and dross— 
Plow on, O God; show me my cross. 


I John 1:9 "If we confess our sins, he is 
faithful and just to forgive us our sins, and 
to cleanse us from all unrighteousness." 
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APRIL 3 


FRIEND TO FRIEND 


The bond of friendship we have shared, 
May it be blessed by our Lord. 

Tho' many miles between us be 
And seldom we each other see; 

Within my heart you've earned a place, 
Your friendship I appreciate. 


And as you now your manhood face, 
Remember oft to pray for grace 

And strength to face each coming day, 
To keep your footsteps right alway. 

The friends you choose, the place you scorn, 
Will help your character to form. 


So tread with care and seek friends true, 
A fortress they shall be to you. 

A noble man you'll truly be 
If you let Christ your captain be. 


Colossians 3:24 "...For ye serve the Lord 
Christ." 
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APRIL 


COMFORT FOR A WEARY HEART 


"Hush, my child, am I not with thee, 
Helping all your burdens bear?" 

Sweetest echoes, tones of comfort, 
Floating down from Heaven fair. 


"Why have you so soon forgotten? 
I have died on Calv'ry's tree; 

Died for sinners, paid the ransom, 
Love all sinners, even thee. 


"IT am all you've ever needed, 
Alpha and Omega am. 

My all-knowing ways aren't your ways, 
Only trust; I'll hold your hand. 


"I, myself, came down from Heaven, 
Tasted of earth's strife and woe; 

Now I've gone to ready mansions 
Where no sorrow you will know." 


II Corinthians 1:3 "...and the God of all 


comfort." 
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APRIL 5 
INTO THE ARK 


Our God spoke to Noah 
So long, long ago, 
"That I have made people 
Repenteth me so, 
For evil their intents 
And vain are their thoughts, 
But Me, their Creator, 
Remember they not. 


"Go build thee an ark now, 
The size I have told 

And through great deluges 
My strength you'll behold. 

All men I'll destroy from 
The face of the earth, 

But unto the righteous, 
I'll give a new earth." 


So Noah in faith, then 
Prepareth an ark. 

His works soon portrayed all 
The faith in his heart. 

He chose the good portion, 
Took God at His word, 

Tho' never of rainstorms 
Or floods had he heard. 


O, late generation, 
We children today; 

Our works still our intents 
And faith do portray. 

Do we choose to enter 
The ark of God's Word? 

With the truth of His promise 
Is our bosom stirred? 


(continued on next page) 
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When we pray for patience, 
Come trials instead— 

For here we learn patience, 
Not in easy beds. 

So come now with Noah, 
Through trials and pain, 

Come into the ark now— 
And out of the rain. 


Genesis 7:1 "And the Lord said unto Noah, 
Come thou and all thy house into the ark..." 


APRIL 
FIVE YEARS OF SHARING 


How swift the fleeting years have passed 
To number five today, 

From whence the twain became one flesh 
Upon their wedding day. 


Through days of summer sunshine, 
Through clouds and storms and rain 

Their love has grown much stronger 
By sharing joy and pain. 


A kindly hand has led them 
Thus far upon life's way. 

We pray it shall continue, 
And lead to endless day. 


I Peter 3:7 "...and as being heirs together 
of the grace of life..." 
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APRIL 7 
SPRINGTIME HOPE 


The snow is falling fast and thick 
From out the leaden skies, 

The earth is turning white again 
Before my very eyes. 


It seems that winter's coming on 

To hide our springtime world, 

And woodchucks should stay underneath 
In cozy burrows curled. 


If seems that spring is far away 
Beyond this harsh, cold white; 

No gentle winds, no warming rain, 
No sunbeams shining bright. 


But wait—the hope is not all gone 
For yonder do I see 

The daffodils are blooming now 
Beneath the budding tree. 


The birds are singing gaily too— 
Courageously and clear, 

They trust; not ever doubting God. 
They know that spring is here. 


Oh could I be like little birds 
That sing in this cold land, 
And trust e'en like the daffodils 
In His almighty hand. 


To hope when God seems far away 
And trusting seems in vain 

Give up not hope, but trust Him still, 
For spring will come again. 


(continued on next page) 
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When clouds of doubt around me spread, 
Press darkly from the skies, 

Then someday, Lord, I know I'll see 
They're blessings in disguise. 


Oh help me, Lord, when hope seems vain, 
To trust in Thy great pow'r, 

Be ready when You come for me, 

At late or early hour. 


Upon that bright eternal shore 

Where darkness cannot come, 

Lord grant that I may dwell with Thee 
When all the saints get home. 


Song of Solomon 2:12 "The flowers appear 
on the earth; the time of the singing of the 
birds its-come.:..* 


APRIL 
LOVE 


Love all men who are around you 
As you travel on life's way. 

Pray for feeble, weary trav'llers; 
It will smooth their rugged way. 

Love e'en those who do not love you; 
Love all those you do not know 

As our Lord who came from Heaven, 
Love and mercy did bestow. 


I John 4:7 "Beloved, let us love one another: 
for love is of God..." 
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APRIL 9 


ROBIN IN APRIL 


He sure meant it well, 

In that balmy spell, 

As he whistled the snowbanks away. 
He thought he was right, 

That spring was in sight; 

So he merrily bid us good day. 


One day at sunrise 

He gasped in surprise. 

He must have been awfully wrong! 
This blustery blow 

And pelting of snow 

Did not with a robin belong. 


He cautiously sought 

More sheltered a spot, 

To sit and to shiver things through. 
He quit his fair song; 

In case he was wrong, 

He'd rather not make much ado. 


Ere winter is past 

It flings final blast, 

But April is kind-hearted too. 
The robin was right, 

This cold wint'ry night 

Will melt into mud puddles too. 


Sometimes in our life 

We may think we are right, 

Then sudden adversity flares. 

A lesson be learned 

From Spring's herald bird— 

Just shut up, and shiver, and bear. 
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Adversity's blast 

Will soon overpass, 

And sunshine will cheer you again. 
The truth will bear through 
Regardless of you, 

And rainbows will come after rain. 


Psalm 9:9 "The Lord also will be a refuge 
for the oppressed, a refuge in times of 
trouble." 


APRIL 10 
SOWING 


Plant seeds of faith and righteousness 
With ev'ry step you make, 

And fertilize with prayers to God 
So plants more storms can take. 

The seeds of darkness do not sow, 
For you shall likewise reap. 

For evil works are done at night 
When the righteous are asleep. 

Be careful of the seed you sow, 
For you shall reap the same, 

If you will sow the seeds of loss, 
Don't think of reaping gain. 

Where'er you go, whate'er you do 
You're sowing tiny seeds. 

Oh, are you sowing seeds for God, 
Or Satan's tangling weeds? 


Galations 6:7 "Be not deceived; God is not 
mocked: for whatsoever a man soweth, that 
shall he also reap." 
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APRIL 11 
THE HAND THAT ROCKS THE CRADLE 


How many men so brave and strong 
Have tried to win the world; 

When God did not send victory 
Their lips in anger curled. 

Great kings and dukes and emperors 
In vain have countries stirred, 

But the hand that rocks the cradle is 
The hand that rules the world. 


Atomic bombs and dynamite 
Could not gain victory 

Nor submarines and battleships 
Upon a heaving sea. 

Nor fighter jets from angry skies 
Who flaming cannons hurl, 

But the hand that rocks the cradle is 
The hand that rules the world. 


The warrior braves on padded feet 
Tread silent forest trails; 

Their arrows straight fly true and swift; 
The bloodstains tell the tale. 

But none of these could win the fight 
Though men obeyed their word. 

But the hand that rocks the cradle is 
The hand that rules the world. 


The tender child from day of birth 
In loving arms is curled, 

His childhood days are influenced 
By Mother's deed and word— 

He grows to manhood moulded thus 
By her his heart is stirred. 

So the hand that rocks the cradle is 
The hand that rules the world. 


Proverbs 15:20 "...a foolish man despiseth 
his mother." 
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APRIL 12 


FRIENDSHIP 


What boundless joy it is to me, 
To have so many friends; 
They are just like an ocean wide, 
So big it never ends! 
Yes, ev'ry one I met today 
All shared with me their smiles. 
Oh, how it helps to light the load, 
And shorten weary miles! 
Each one of them has formed a place 
In the corner of my heart, 
They mean so very much to me, 
I do not wish to part. 
Some might live very far away, 
I seldom see their face 
While others live quite close to me, 
But each one has his place. 
So if you want to be my friend, 
There's something you must do; 
Just greet me with a smile today— 
I'll be a friend to you. 


Proverbs 18:24 "A man that hath friends 
must shew himself friendly..." 
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APRIL 13 


LORD, LIKE THEE 


Like a child oh let me be, 
Closer cling each day to Thee; 
Trusting in Thy mighty hand, 
Straying not to distant lands; 
Hiding in Thy boundless grace, 
Keep me humbly in my place; 
Lusting not for earthly fame; 
Praying daily in Thy name; 
Keep me in Thy perfect steps, 
Chasten me as You see best; 
Help me all my burdens bear— 
Grumbling not because of care; 
Cheerful, Lord, oh let me be, 
Gladly doing deeds for Thee. 


Matthew 4:19 "...follow me..." 
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APRIL 14 


SOWER'S PRAYER 


There's a song on the lips of the sower, 
There's a prayer in his heart as he goes, 

It's that God might deliver an increase 
As he plants the seeds, rows upon rows. 


Chorus: 
Then we'll pray to the Lord of the harvest 
That He send us the sunshine and rain; 
And we pray He will grant us his blessing 
That we may have a harvest again. 


Then the seed that we plant in the springtime 
It must die in the earth dark and warm, 

But it rises again in the sunshine 
In a greener, more beautiful form. 


Can we see in this seed some small likeness 
Of a man laid to rest in the sod; 

That the righteous shall rise in that morning, 
Dwell in sunshine forever with God? 


This song can be sung to the tune of 


The Last Mile of the Way. 


John 12:24 "Except a corn of wheat fall into 
the ground and die, it abideth alone: but 
if it die, it bringeth forth much fruit." 
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APRIL 15 


WHY? 


Why ever did Jesus descend 

From heavenly realms with no end? 
Why was He born a poor child, 

By rich of this earth oft reviled? 

Why was He ever a-roam, 

Deprived of a place to call home? 

Why did He preach by the sea, 
On plain, on the mount, and the lee? 

Why did He ride on a colt? 

Jerusalem feared a revolt. 

Why did He spread the Good News 
To Gentiles, not only the Jews? 

Why, as He sat down to meat, 

Did He wash His disciples their feet? 
Why, in the garden alone, 

Did give up His will to atone? 

Why did He call Judas friend? 

This thought we can scarce comprehend. 
Why was He smitten and mocked; 
Was silent; why didn't He talk? 

Why did He give up His life 

In agony, causing no strife? 

Why did He rise from the dead 
Triumphant, to Satan's great dread? 

Why on a cloud was He raised? 

The Spirit, Christ's presence replace? 
Why did He go to prepare 
A mansion in Heaven up there? 

FOR ME! 


I Peter 2:21 "...because Christ also suffered 
[OTAUS te 
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APRIL 16 
THE SOWER 


The sower sowed the goodly seed 

As to the Spirit he gave heed; 
And as the Spirit led he preached, 

And prayed, that people's hearts be reached. 
Their hearts' condition couldn't know, 

But his the calling was, to sow. 


So with an earnest, pleading voice 
He called the people to a choice. 
Oh, would they choose the goodly way? 
This was his prayer both night and day. 
The love of God, the fear of Hell, 
The hope for Heaven, in them dwell. 


The soil's condition's choice is ours, 
Who listen to the sermon's power; 

The stones to pick, the thorns to trim, 
To heed the pleading voice within, 

And pray the sower find the strength 
To sow the truth, until at length, 

When Reaper's sickle lowered be, 
He will be found with conscience free. 


So, thirty, sixty, hundred fold, 
Our efforts crowned with grace untold. 
It's not the bushels that we bring, 
But what our strivings were within. 
So pray for sowers of the Word 
Till all mankind God's truth has heard. 
The sower toils; his prayers don't cease; 
Oh Lord, Thy precious seed increase. 


Mark 4:14 "The sower soweth the word." 
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APRIL 17 


INDIVIDUAL WORTH 


The farmer saw the woods, 
The logger saw the tree; 
He saw it was an oak... 
"That's what I need," thought he. 
The tree must be cut down 
Before it can be used, 
And of its lumber fine, 
No part will be refused. 


The Lord sees you and me 
And knows our talents too, 
He'll lead as He sees best, 
To work, we're meant to do. 
I shall myself apply, 
And not reluctant be; 
Nor think another should 
Do work God meant for me. 


Tho' I can see in part, 
My God can see the whole, 
Might use some hidden worth 
To help me reach the goal. 
So let me never judge 
A man by what I see. 
God sees his inside worth 
Like lumber from a tree. 


II Thessalonians 1:5 "...that ye may 


counted worthy of the kingdom of God... 
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APRIL 18 


THE CABBAGE HEAD 


"I know this cabbage head won't sell, 
I see its blemishes too well. 

Best throw it out," the gard'ner said, 
"For folks request a perfect head." 


He thought of all the work he'd done 
Beneath the blazing summer sun; 

The sweat and tears all summer long, 
The waste of all that he had done. 


He plucked a leaf with utmost care 
To take away a blemish there. 

Another leaf, and one more, yet 
The cabbage would not perfect get. 


The produce market now demands 
A perfect product in their hands; 

And though the cabbage wouldn't sell 
It fit his own needs very well. 


The Gard'ner sees the blemished head 
And plucks the leaves that make Him sad; 
Yet never will I perfect get 
Until the sun of life is set. 


Although the world won't want me thus, 
The Gard'ner can of me make use; 

And though He'll pluck the blemished leaf, 
I'l work for Him in joy and grief. 


Hebrews 12:6 "For whom the Lord loveth 
he chasteneth..." 
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APRIL 19 


LIFE'S MESSAGE 


What message will I bring today 
To other folk along the way? 

How can I lead this life of mine, 
Reflect the Light of Christ divine? 


For other folk are sure to read 
This life that I in weakness lead. 

Not what I tried, but what I did, 
Is really what cannot be hid. 


By what I did, the people go, 
For what I thought they cannot know. 
Oh Lord, this is my daily prayer, 
Help me to lead my life with care. 


Lord make my life a life of prayer, 
Help me another's burden bear; 

Help me do a little thing 
That makes his heart once more to sing. 


How reads the message of my life? 
Can people see I trust in Christ? 

Oh, may my message ever be 
That folk may learn, oh Lord, of Thee. 


I Peter 3:2 "While they behold your chaste 
conversation..." 
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APRIL 20 


WHEN DARKNESS COMES 


All through the day we seem to cope 
With all the things within our scope; 

While there is light we keep our hope. 
Then darkness comes. We start to grope. 


We try to sleep, but toss and turn; 
For peaceful rest, we sadly yearn. 

It seems we never, never learn 
Our cares to Jesus only, turn. 


Why do we fret, and toss about? 
The Lord is waiting close, no doubt; 

He longs to see our hearts poured out, 
He longs to help us quench our doubt. 


Tonight, let's try to simply trust. 
If seldom used, our faith will rust; 

When darkness falls we simply must 
Give all to Christ, and fully trust. 


There will be peace instead of doubt; 
There will be rest—not toss about, 

If we can fully trust without 
Still clinging to some frantic doubt. 


II Thessalonians 3:16 "Now the Lord of peace 
himself give you peace always by all means." 
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APRIL 21 


FACES IN THE WINDOWPANE 


When I am gone the livelong day 
And homeward bound I'm once again, 

The thought that cheers the tired way— 
Those faces in the windowpane. 


Through storm and snow and sleet I come, 
My freezing footsteps trudging home, 

I feel it in my weary bones, 
Those anxious faces watch the road. 


Those straining eyes in gathering dusk; 
"When will he come? Now soon he must." 

It chases worries, soothes their trust, 
While watching in the gath'ring dusk. 


They know not how much brighter they 
Have made my coming ev'ry day; 

When now at last I'm in the lane, 
I watch for faces in the pane. 


Dear Jesus, when You come again, 
Will you see faces in the pane? 

How glad will be that sweet refrain: 
"I see Him through the windowpane!" 


I John 3:2 "...when he shall appear, we 
shall be like him; for we shall see him as he 
iS 
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APRIL 22 
STRENGTHEN ME NOW 


Where is the sunshine I saw yesterday? 
Why must I stand here to weep and to pray? 
Where did that rumor find flight for its wings? 
Why must I cry while some others can sing? 


If it is true, Lord—may Thy will be done; 

You're light in the shadow and shade from the sun. 
Make me submissive, Lord, under Thy will, 

Quiet my stubborn heart, soothe it, and still. 


Deep in my bosom I want to obey, 
Yes, but my carnal man stands in the way. 
Under Thy perfect will help me to bow, 
Strengthen, O strengthen me, Lord, even now. 


Zechariah 10:6 "And I will strengthen the 
house of Judah..." 


APRIL 23 
LORD, HELP ME DO BETTER 


I'm not just a thief, but a soldier am too. 

I've driven the nails, in His righteous hand thru': 
I've plaited the thorns; and I've spat in His face; 
Was ever more wretched than me, in this race? 

O, why have I done this, when better I knew? 

O Father, forgive me, I'll try again, new. 

Lord, grant me the courage to stay by Your side 

To pray, "Please forgive them," and mean it inside. 
I want to do better than what I have done, 

With grace guide my footsteps, oh Lord, one by one. 


Psalm 79:9 "Help us, O God of our salvation, 
for the glory of thy name: and deliver us, 
and purge away our sins, for thy name's 


sake." 
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APRIL 24 
WHICH THIEF? 


The thronging crowd came gawking 'round 
The crucifixion scene; 

"If you are Christ, the Son of God, 
Let now your pow'r be seen." 


Their wagging tongues showed no respect, 
But mocked Him, young and old, 

And never realized 'twas He 
Of whom the prophets told. 


A thief on either side was strung 
In likewise shameful fate. 

The one joined in the railing crowd, 
"Help us before too late!" 


The other saw his dying hour, 
His dreadful, hopeless end; 

"Ah, we deserve to be thus hung 
To bring our deeds to end." 


Then turning to the Lord he said, 
"In mercy look on me. 

For thou indeed art innocent, 
Not worthy of this tree." 


All this two thousand years ago; 
And yet it still brings tears 

When we behold this tragic scene 
In faith, through passing years. 


The question posed for you and me; 
Which thief am I today? 

The one who saw his need for grace, 
Or he who died in hate? 


Mark 15:27 "And with him they crucify two 


thieves; the one on his right hand, and the 
other on his left." 
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APRIL 25 


PAINFUL PARTING 


When ones we love are lying low, 
We wonder when they'll have to go, 

How soon we'll touch their cold, still hand, 
And know they've left this painful land. 


Instead of lying here in pain, 
We wish that they were well again 
With sparkling lustre in their face, 
And health, and strength, and poise, and grace. 


But here we see them day by day, 
Their strength is fading, fading 'way. 

We know that Death is on their trail, 
With footsteps nearer, he'll prevail. 


There comes a time when we will know 
We're ready now to see them go. 

In tears we cry, "Thy will be done." 
For sinking, sinking, is their sun. 


But still, how wrenching is the pain 
When now the parting is at hand, 

And colder, stiffer, grows the brow; 
Their soul flies swiftly, gladly now. 


But now we cannot wish them back 
For pain has had its last attack. 

A time to live, a time to die— 
Farewell dear one, beyond the sky. 


Psalm 37:37 "Mark the perfect man, and 
behold the upright: for the end of that man 
is peace." 
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APRIL 26 


MY RECKLESS TONGUE 


Those hasty words that I have said 

Now bring remorse upon my head. 

How can my tongue so reckless be, 

And hurt the ones so dear to me? 

Is there not more to life than this? 

Than patching friendships gone amiss? 
Hold still, my tongue, thy ways behold— 
Be not so careless, rash, and bold. 

Thy words bring forth with prayer and love, 
Lean ever on the Lord above. 

Yes, there is more to life than this, 

For loving friends are heav'nly bliss. 

I'm sorry, friend, that I have failed, 
How stormy, since the sea I've sailed; 
How bitter, restless is the night 

Before the wrong is made aright. 

Is there not more to life than this? 

Than righting wrongs that crossed my lips? 
Now hand in hand, on let us go, 
Together sing old songs we know. 

Hold fast the heritage we have, 

And give, as once our fathers gave. 

For what is more to life than this? 
Forgiving brings eternal bliss. 


James 3:8 "But the tongue can no man tame; 
it is an unruly evil, full of deadly poison." 
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APRIL 27 


CLEAN-UP MOP 


There are folks whose life consists of 
Cleaning up beneath the feet 

Of the ones who, more important, 
Like to walk along the street. 


Oh, it seems they're left with tangles 
From the strings the rest let fly, 

And their job is cleaning messes 
While the others rush on by. 


In the dingy little corners 
Of this business we call life, 

They are left to smooth rough edges 
Left by others' thoughtless strife. 


On the days that I am landed 
With the job of mopping dirt, 

Lord, please help me to stay pleasant, 
Let me not my duty shirk. 


On the days that I leave tangles 
For some other to set free, 

Give me grace to thank my brother 
Who must clean up after me. 


Matthew 23:11 "But he that is greatest among 
you shall be your servant." 
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APRIL 28 


SHORT DASH 


There engraved upon the tombstone 
'Twixt the set of solemn dates 
Is a short but untold story 
Of the body 'neath the clay. 


First the date of glad rejoicing 
When a new life had begun, 
Then the dash to show the lifespan 
To the date when life was done. 


We are told so very little 
By the dash we see engraved, 
Was the life perverse and squandered? 
Was it upright, humble, chaste? 


Just how short is life, and fleeting, 
Is beyond our human grasp, 
But it's brought into perspective 
On the tombstone, by the dash. 


When the days drag hot and weary, 
And the nights loom black beyond, 
Then the dash seems hopeless, endless; 
Where's the rest for which we long? 


But when looking retrospective 
At the marble dash, we see 
In the light of God eternal 
Just how short this dash will be, 


I Samuel 20;3 "... there is but a step between 
me and death," 
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APRIL 29 
CONTENTMENT 


When thoughts persist that someone else 
Has talents more than we 

It's possible we're looking just 
At parts we want to see. 


For the seed of discontentment 
Doesn't need much soil to grow; 

Just a tiny little nourishment 
Will start green shoots to show. 


For discontentment is the root, 
And envy is the sun, 

While unkind thoughts will keep it fresh 
If they are sprinkled on. 


The fragile seed of tree content 
Needs much more care to grow. 

We must remove the discontent 
With satisfaction's hoe. 


Now till the soil with love for men 
And fertilize with deeds, 

Thus you will find your tree content 
Will help fill others' needs. 


Now water well with thoughtfulness 
Like springtime's gentle rain; 

The pruning shears of God's own Word 
Will give it sturdy frame. 


You cannot yet sit back, relax, 
Nor ever careless be, 

For constant are the special needs 
To grow contentment tree. 


Hebrews 13:5 " .,and be content with such 
things as you have..." 
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APRIL 30 


ACCEPTANCE 


When visions in smithereens lie 

We scarce have the strength left to try, 
But broken and pleading we cry, 

"O why is it Father, O why?" 


Our friends need to carry us too, 
By praying this bitter night through; 
For black clouds will surely turn blue 
If yielded, we come, and still true. 


When all we can do is to pray 
About the things God sent our way. 
Then earnestly pray, night and day, 
Thank God for a sound mind to pray. 


For prayer is our manna and light 
To carry us through the dark night. 
Acceptance makes dark pathways bright, 
With Jesus, our faith turns to sight. 


Romans 12:12 "Rejoicing in hope; patient 
in tribulation; continuing instant in prayer..." 
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MAY 


LILAC TIME 


Lilacs are blooming! 
Let's run away! 
Scrap all the lessons— 
Play half the day! 
Once a year surely, 
Now that it's spring! 
Run for McPherson's, 
Cares afar fling! 

Go ask the teacher! 
Brubacher! Miss! 
Surely you cannot 
Deny us the bliss! 
Now Miss Brubacher 
Knew what was fun, 
Asked if McPherson 
Cared if we run 
Over his farm where 
Old ruins lay 

Of an old farmstead 
From long yesterday. 
All that was left was 
A heap of stones, 

A grove of lilacs, 
There we would roam. 
Surely the teacher 
(I've worn those shoes. ) 
Loved this as much as 
Children did too. 
Sweet scent of lilacs 
All around hung, 
Tonic for boredom 
For old and young. 


(continued on next page) 
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Looking back, surely 
Lessons went well 
After the hike in 

That blossom vale. 

Now all those lilacs 
Are fond mem'ries, 
Likewise the schoolhouse 
Under the trees. 
Linger, dear mem'ries, 
Haste not away! 

You're all that's left of 
Fond childhood days. 
Pine trees in summer, 
Maples in fall— 

Can't compare with 
Those lilacs at all. 


In my first years of school we would take an 
annual hike back to the old farmstead ruins. 
We children almost cried when we saw a hi-hoe 
and bulldozer level that huge lilac grove. 
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MAY 1 


REST, MY CHILD 


The day is gone, the night has come, 

My child, your little form has weary grown 
And like a birdie you have flown 

To arms that hold you while night winds roam. 


Chorus: 

Angel guards in heaven above us 
Constant watch will surely keep, 

Rock you gently in your cradle, 
Drift you to the land of sleep. 


The lamb lies safely in the stall. 

'Tis free from fears and from night winds so cold. 
White doves will sleep within their nest; 

Like these, my child, thy tired arms fold. 


The shades of night are gently drawn 
So we can sleep the quiet hours away. 

The hand that raging water calms 
Will watch over you till dawn of day. 


So put your cares away, my child, 
Tomorrow is another day to play. 

As little fawns out in the wild 
Will rest in shadows 'neath full moon's ray. 


Psalm 127:2 "...for so he giveth his beloved 
sleep." 
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MAY 2 
ASCENSION 


The Lord took His apostles 
To Mount of Olivet, 
Admonished them, commanding 
That they should never let 
The Word of God be idle; 
But make known to every man 
The reason for His coming— 
The great Salvation plan. 


As they beheld His count'nance— 
Before their startled eyes 
He stretched His hands and blessed them 
And then began to rise. 
As they stared there dumbfounded 
Into the empty sky, 
Two men in white apparel 
Stood suddenly nearby, 


"Oh hearken, Galileans, 

Why stand ye gazing thus? 
Why stand ye gaping, doubting? 
Believe His Word, and trust. 
As ye have seen Him leaving, 

He shall return again, 
And every eye shall see Him. 
Of Time shall be an end." 


And this, His second coming, 
Is what we still await. 

No angel knows the timing, 
If early, noon, or late, 

For God has set a bound'ry 
Which none of us can pass. 

Our life is as a handbreadth, 
As shortlived as the grass. 


(continued on next page) 
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If we in patient toiling 

Endure unto the end; 
Obeying all His precepts, 

Then grace shall be our friend. 
We choose our destination, 

The choice is ours alone... 
Eternal pain and torment, 

Or peace and joy untold. 


Acts 1:11 "...this same Jesus, which is taken 
up from you into heaven, shall so come in 
like manner as ye have seen him go into 
heaven." 


MAY 
PENTECOST 


Like a rushing wind the Spirit came 
To those who waited on His Name, 
In Jerusalem of old. 
They watched and prayed with one accord, 
And spread the goodness of His Word 
And to all His glory told. 


Like a whisper soft, His peace still comes 
To those who watch—His chosen ones. 
Just a touch of Comfort here; 
That touch of love comes to us now 
In grateful prayer we humbly bow, 
And His presence feels so near. 


Acts 2:4 "And they were all filled with the 
Holy Ghost..." 
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MAY 4 
TOMORROW 


Tomorrow! Oh, Tomorrow! 

What agony you hold! 

Why must you be so fleeting, 
Unyielding, and so cold? 

The answers to our questions 

In fiercest secret keep? 

Where is your key to knowledge, 
Why must we wait and weep? 


Tomorrow! Oh, Tomorrow! 
What will your skies reveal? 

We struggle with your powers 
Yet hopeless is our zeal. 

What wretched, senseless battle! 
O will I ever learn— 

That brutal, harsh Tomorrow 
Will be Today—in turn. 


Tomorrow! Oh, Tomorrow! 

I know who holds you tight! 

'Tis God whose grace all knowing 
Kindly holds you from my sight. 
God knows the vast tomorrow, 
Its hidden joy and care 

And knows in boundless wisdom 
Today's all I can bear. 


Tomorrow! O Tomorrow! 

In faith I'll let you go. 

I might be dead tomorrow, 

This only God doth know. 
Tomorrow, far Tomorrow, 

God keeps you in His care. 
Tomorrow, ah, Tomorrow, 

Stay there, we'll meet in prayer. 


James 4:14 "Whereas ye know not what shall 
be on the morrow." 
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MAY 


TURN TO JESUS 


A lonely teardrop trembles on 
My weary tear-stained cheek, 

My lonely heart still throbs along 
In painful, pulsing beat, 

My weary shoulders droop and fail 
Beneath a load of care; 

My burdened soul creates a prayer 
To launch upon the air. 


Where is the Master of the sea 
That I should have to cry? 

Does He not care when I am weak, 
Nor wipe my tears all dry? 

Will He not help me hold my cross 
Nor help my load to bear? 

Oh lonely, loveless world is this 
With none to help and care. 


Alas, how foolish are such thoughts 
Of worry, fret, and care, 

But Jesus stands awaiting me, 
My load with Him to share. 

So when by earthly friends forgot 
And troubled by the foe; 

When tempests all around me toss, 
To Jesus I will go. 


I Peter 5:7 "Casting all your care upon him; 
for he careth for you." 
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MAY 6 
I AM 


I AM. Not Was, or Will, or Might Be. I AM. 


Be ye therefore now courageous 

When the tempest round thee rages, 
Whether high or humble calling, 

Though great men around thee falling. 


Oh my servant, be thou willing, 
Gladly still thy duty filling, 
Pressing onward, ever working, 

Never pausing, never shirking. 


Tho' you find it hard, go gladly; 
For, remember, I have bade thee, 

I will comfort, strengthen, keep thee 
If you earnestly will see Me. 


I AM. Not Was, or Will, or Might Be. 
I am the great I AM. 


Exodus 3:14 "Thus shalt thou say unto the 
children of Israel, I AM hath sent me unto 
your” 


MAY 7 


ONE SPARE BOLT 


The box had the parts and 
Accessories within, 

Plus detailed instructions 
Of where to begin... 

Small packets of nuts 
And bolts of each size, 

A toll free phone number 
In case of surprise. 

And one spare bolt. 


(continued on next page) 
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The product was perfect 
And fit for a queen, 

Yet here was that bolt 
With its polished brass sheen. 

'Twas threaded and perfect 
Like all of the rest, 

Yet what was its purpose? 
That's anyone's guess— 

That one spare bolt. 


To throw in the garbage 
Was really too bad, 
And yet wasn't standard, 
The size that it had. 
The shop has a box for 
Some odd sizes bolts, 
Stray screws and odd fast'ners... 
It surely can hold 
That one spare bolt. 


Then one day a fix-it 
With handy-man spurt 

Will dump out that box, ‘cause 
A standard won't work. 

He'll sort through the fasteners 
And toss back the screws, 

For this is the day that 
He only can use 

That one spare bolt. 


Some people are standard, 
They know where they sit; 

But some, like myself seem 
Like oddsized misfit. 

The Handy-man surely 
Needs one just my size, 

For each He created 
Unique in their size. 

There's no spare bolt. 


Genesis 1:27,31 "So God created man in his 
own image... And God saw every thing that 
he had made, and, behold, it was very good." 
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MAY 8 


FAITH 


'Tis a Sabbath morning early, 

Cool the night air, damp, and still, 
Not a streak of dawn is showing 
Though I know, in faith, it will. 
As I stride across the barnyard 

To the cows awaiting me, 

Then I hear the faith of birdlings 
In yon meadow, wild and free. 


Like a stealthy, gliding shadow, 

Into stable, inky black, 

My approach is swift and silent, 
There of faith I find no lack. 

For I hear the twitt'ring swallow 
'Twixt the beams so high above. 

And his mate, from humble mud nest, 
Twitt'ring back in faith and love. 


For they know that dawn is breaking, 
Though their eyes cannot behold. 

Yet in faith they hail its coming 

Long before the rose and gold. 

Oh, for faith like these dear birdlings, 
Simple, trusting, strong, and firm. 
That is what I ask, dear Saviour, 
Strengthened faith is what I yearn. 


Hebrews 11:3 "Through faith we understand 
that the worlds were framed by the word of 
Gods" 
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MAY 9 


MORNING SONG 


The sunbeams dancing, shining bright 
Have scattered night away. 

Let's praise the Lord with heart and voice, 
And sing a song today. 


Good morning friends and kindred dear, 
Good morning one and all; 

The birds sing sweetly in the trees, 
They chirp from treetops tall. 


It makes our spirits very glad 
To see the morning sun; 

Our fears and cares of darkest night 
Are banished one by one. 


Dear Father, keep a watch on us 
For we are prone to err, 

And grant that we be one with Thee 
Beneath Thy constant care. 


The mists are blowing fast away, 
The dewdrops sparkle bright, 
The flowers turn toward the sun 
To dream in this bright light. 


Psalm 5:3 "O Lord; in the morning will I 
direct my prayer unto thee, and will look 
Ups 
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MAY 10 
FAREWELL 


Now our hearts are crushed with sorrow, 
Troubles seem to fill our way; 

Come to Christ, our Lord and Saviour; 
Come to Him and humbly pray. 

Oh how praying rests the weary! 
Prayer can change our night to day. 

As the Lord in Heaven giveth, 
So the good Lord takes away. 


God our Father only knoweth 
What is best for you and me. 

Trust in Him, not ever doubting 
Though the end we may not see. 

Sister, thou wast sweet and tender, 
Taken to our God and King, 

There to dwell with Him forever, 
Sweetest praises to Him sing. 


Brightly was the full moon shining 
When God stopped the hands of time, 
Sweetly said in tones immortal 
"Come, my child, for thou art mine." 
But we do not ask thee back, child— 
Little one up in the skies, 
For some day we hope to join thee, 
There to dwell in Paradise. 


So dear fellow pilgrim lab'rers 
As you journey on life's way. 
Trust in Jesus; He will help you; 
He can turn your night to day. 
Roses bloom but for a season, 
Soon their beauty is decayed, 
But we'll live in Golden Mansions 
Where the roses never fade. 


Luke 16:22 "...and was carried by the angels 
into Abraham's bosom..." 
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BPAY Abd 


ANNIVERSARY THOUGHTS 


How can it be, that thirty years 

Have passed and gone with smiles and tears? 
Your wedding day with hopes and fears 

Has long been gone, yet held so dear. 

As time flies past, our end draws near, 
We've no abiding city here. 


Some men have turned from young to old, 
And some have gone to their abode. 
These thirty years to mem'ries stowed 

As time, relentless, onward strode. 
God's mercy oft, to you was showed 

If you sought help for heavy load. 


And should the days to come be few, 
God's grace is ev'ry morning new. 
When sunbeams dance on dreamy dews, 
Or fade away to nighttime hues, 

God's love is near if Him we choose— 
And those who seek, He'll not refuse. 


How can it be, time slips away— 
Unchecked, uncumbered, day by day? 
December's followed soon by May, 

As calm, serene, time ticks away— 
One heartbeat, yet, O man of clay, 
One breath 'twixt us, and endless day. 


Ephesians 1:10 "...in...the fullness of time 
he might gather together in one all things 
imiGhrist. =! 
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MAY 12 
LITTLE ANGELS 


I cried today—I listened in, 

As teachers shared their thick and thin. 
These special children in our schools, 
For whom we need to bend the rules. 
Their understanding isn't quite— 
Accountability is light. 


A hundred flasheards! In days untold. 
(That teacher's heart must be pure gold.) 
She made ice cream for all the school 

To celebrate that hundred rule! 

The 'most deaf boy who now can hear, 
Because his teacher is his ear. 


The eight-year-old who really can 

Say words like come, and up, and man. 
That mixed-up boy—(My tears spilled o'er) 
Who chose the song, "The Open Door." 
The little girl with smile so sweet, 

To her, the "E", her name complete. 


And many more, with glowing smiles 

These teachers shared their joys and trials. 
They gathered strength, and comfort sought, 
To love as teachers truly ought. 

O little angels, precious joys, 

Oh, precious special girls and boys. 


My mind sailed back to you tonight, 

And to your teachers, looking bright. 

Who count their joys, and smile thru tears, 
And sacrifice the days and years. 

My eyes are wet, I scarce can see— 

But, Lord, as seemeth good to Thee. 


Matthew 19:14 "But Jesus said, Suffer little 


children, and forbid them not, to come unto 
me: for of such is the kingdom of heaven." 
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MAY 13 


THE GOAL 


I thought I might as well give up. 
The goal looked oh - so - far! 

Like fading, fading, scarcely seen 
The ling'ring morning star. 


But then rehashed my weary mind 
How long the trail had been, 

So, focused on the rising sun 
Instead of stars that dim. 


Much closer drew the finish line... 
If I take just today, 

Instead of lumping all the ones 
That stretch away, away. 


There's work to do, and lots of it, 
But not a daunting pile 

If I can lock tomorrow out, 
And live today awhile. 


The goal is there to cheer me on 
When faith and courage wane; 

A beacon bearing promised rest 
When ends the road and lane. 


Philippians 3:14 "I press toward the mark 
for the prize of the high calling of God in 
Chrignsesus.. 
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MAY 14 
GIVE ROOM TO GROW 


Let Baby Jesus in your heart, 
Then let Him grow and not depart. 

The fleeing child from Herod's wrath, 
Oh, show Him to your heart, a path. 


The boy who in the temple stayed, 

While parents trekked their homeward way; 
The carpenter's now grown-up Son, 

Oh, bid Him welcome, welcome, come! 


The baptized One where Jordan flowed 
While snow-white dove from Heaven floats, 
When tempted in the wilderness 
He told the Devil, "Get thee hence!" 


Who turned the water into wine 
Now knocks upon that heart of thine. 

He spread His hands and children blessed, 
Fed thousands with a few small fish. 


He calmed the Sea of Galilee, 

He's knocking at your heart for thee. 
He rode triumphant on a colt, 

While high priests feared a mass revolt. 


He sweated blood on Olive's mount 
While His disciples slept about. 

He prayed in deepest agony, 
"OQ Father, let it pass from me. 


"Yet not my will, but Thine be done. 
Arise, for here the traitor comes." 

He bore the crown of thorns for me... 
For me... He died on Calvary. 


(continued on next page) 


142 


For me... He rested in the tomb, 
Then broke death's iron hold of doom. 
And then... in triumph He arose, 

Eternal conquer'r of His foes. 


His mission here, to save mankind— 
When He returns, a Judge we'll find. 

For Christmas leads to Calvary, 
Golgotha to Eternity. 


Oh! let the Christ-Child in your heart, 
And bid Him that He'll not depart. 

Oh, hold Him tight, but always know 
The Christ Child will need room to grow. 


Matthew 18:11 "For the Son of man is come 
to save that which was lost." 


MAY 15 
FIFTIETH ANNIVERSARY 


These fifty years have sped on by 
Like arrows launched toward the sky. 
Where have these years in hasty flight 
Like shadows passed when leaves the night? 
Was just last week the day you wed? 
Your babies born, and clothed, and fed? 
Now they are men, and women grown, 
See—they have fam'lies of their own. 


The Lord has surely gracious been, 
Through sun and storm has kept you in 
His constant and His loving care. 
You've asked His will, by trust and prayer. 
How many years are left to flow? 
'Tis only God that this can know... 
But every day that you have left, 
You'll praise His name with soul and breath. 


James 4:14 "For what is your life? It is 
even a vapour, that appeareth for a little 
time, and then vanisheth away." 
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MAY 16 


ANEURYSM 


Pulsing, pulsing, pulsing on— 
Deadly seconds, counted, come. 

Pulsing, bulging, holding yet, 
Just how thin can art'ries get? 


Pulsing, thinner, weaker still, 
Pulsing, stretching, pulsing till— 

Pulsing, pulsing pulse—collapse, 
Sometime soon will be the last. 


Tho' my cow still healthy felt, 
Certain death for her is spelled. 
Unconcerned still living on, 
Knowing not how swift death comes. 


Cows excused, but who are we? 
Pulsing to eternity. 

Stretching grace, allowing sin, 
Caring not the wall grows thin? 


Have we art'ries growing weak? 
We forgot God's will to seek? 

Pulsing, pulsing dang'rously, 
Heeding not the signs we see? 


Pulsing, pulsing, careless on? 
Some day pulse and grace is gone. 
Not like cows; no end have we... 
Bliss or torment endlessly. 


Il, Kings, 20:1 .. "Set. thine. house. in. orcer:; 
for thou shalt die, and not live." 
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MAY 17 


CHOICES 


When Moses brought down the commandments 
Engraved on the tables of stone, 

We know that the finger which wrote them 
Was no one's but God's very own. 


Then Jesus endorsed these commandments 
To strive for a life free from sin, 

If Heaven, its joys and its glories... 
Our goal is to enter therein. 


Commandments are not just a question 
With answers of multiple choice; 

They set forth the terms and conditions 
Of hearkening unto God's voice. 


Our life is aflutter with options, 
The going, the doing, the be. 

And choosing of heeding commandments 
Is totally all up to me. 


Life's choices are not always easy, 
But happy and blessed the man 

Who chooses to follow commandments 
That Moses received from God's hand. 


I John 2:3 "And hereby we do know iat 
we know him, if we keep his commandments. ' 
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MAY 18 
JUST ANOTHER NAME 


Quite soon I'll be 
In history, 
Just another name 
In a family tree. 
And folks will say 
Like we today... 
This was my great, 
Great, grand... back... way. 


They will not know 
As folks now know 

These many faults 
That overflow, 

My good and bad, 
What strengths I had, 
My countenance, 

If bright or sad. 


I'll only be 
In history 

Another name 
In a family tree 

But that is fine, 
I do not mind, 

But there's a tree 
Of diff'rent kind. 


God's fam'ly tree 
Means much to me. 

There I long to grow 
Eternally; 

There'll be no grands, 
No step-in-aunts, 

But all as brethren 
Ever stand. 


(continued on next page) 
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By faith I see 
Cruel Calvary 

Where Jesus died 
To set me free; 

I want to be 
Eternally 

A name in God's 
Dear fam'ly tree. 


Luke 10:20 "...but rather rejoice, because 
your names are written in heaven." 


MAY 19 
OF CATS AND DOGS 


Pat a dog, you've found a friend 
Who'll stay true unto the end; 

Win his trust and he'll adore 
Every wish you can afford. 


Stroke a cat, and oh—that's grand, 
But he'll never be your friend. 

Purring, proud, he stands alone, 
His the choice, and his the throne. 


Why do people act like cats? 
Purring, proud, or yowl and scratch? 
Their's the choice, or not at all, 

Other's fault, whate'er befalls. 


Others more like dogs can be, 

Loyal, serving faithfully. 

Taking kicks that life will land, 

But no grudge will mar their hand. 
Galations 5:15 "But if ye bite and devour 
one another, take heed that ye be _ not 
consumed one of another." 
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MAY 20 


DRINK FOR SALE 


When life gives you lemons 
Then make lemonade; 

But what is so new about that? 
'Tis tough, it is true, 

When life is a stew 
And lemons are sour and fat. 


When life gives you lemons, 
That's no guarantee 

That lemonade markets are strong. 
And try as we might, 

Things don't work out right, 
Regardless of efforts and song. 


When life gives you lemons, 
Then do what you can... 

(For things could be tougher, at that) 
Whatever the bind, 

Then bear this in mind... 
That sometimes the drink sales are flat! 


I Thessalonians 3:8 "For now we live, if ye 
stand fast in the Lord." 
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MAY 21 
THE DOOR 


There is a door where cometh none 
Except it's opened from within. 

No draw-string and no latch without 
No other way, or round about. 


The only way to get inside 

Is knock, and ask him who resides; 
He who resides can open up, 

Or leave the door still tightly shut. 


There's someone knocking at that door 
With gentle tones, and kind implore. 

O man—why linger and delay? 
Make haste! and open up today. 


The door in question is your heart; 
Make haste, before the Lord depart. 
He will not always ling'ring stay 

To plead and beckon as today. 


Someday in sadness He'll move on, 
Your opportunity be gone. 

On judgement day you'll weep in vain 
And wish the Lord would knock again. 


But if you open wide that door 
To welcome in your waiting Lord, 
Then joy and peace will there abide 
And love ov'rflowing ev'ry side. 


Such peace the world can never know 
But where the Lord makes His abode. 
For He has given comfort sweet 
To open hearts, a bliss complete. 


Revelation 3:20 "Behold, I stand at the door, 
and knock: if any man hear my voice, and 
open the door, I wiil come in to him..." 
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MAY 22 


CHEER SHORTENS YOUR DAY 


I'm humming a tune 'cause 
I don't know the words; 
My heartbeats resound to 
The song of the birds. 
I'm praising my Maker, 
My lips hum their part, 
While beautiful thoughts now 
Come into my heart. 


It's not just the words that 
My God loves to hear, 

But feelings behind them 

Is what He holds dear. 

So whistle your feelings 
Or hum a dear tune, 

'Twill strengthen your morning 
And feed you at noon. 


For cheer is the fodder . 
That shortens your day, 
You'll spread it to others 
You meet on your way. 
Christ cheered the dark valley 
And overcame death. 
Spread cheer unto others 
While still you have breath. 


Psalm 104:33 "I will sing unto the Lord as 
long as I live..." 
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MAY 23 
WHAT TWENTY YEARS CAN DO 


In nineteen eighty-nine was formed 
A thing called World Wide Web. 

Tho' I was just a teenaged lad, 
Seemed like the Devil's step. 


Computers popped up everywhere 
In businesses and shops. 

What was this old World coming to? 
Where would this nonsense stop? 


But slowly we got used to it, 
It seemed not quite as bad— 

Another generation came— 
Thought we had always had. 


By now we scarcely bat an eye— 
They're ev'rywhere we look; 

They're wireless, and handheld too, 
Small as a pocketbook. 


But are they really lesser bad 
Than what at first we thought? 

Or are we just some victims which 
The World Wide Web has caught? 


They say the way to boil a frog— 
Put water in a pot 

Then very slowly heat it up, 
Too late he'll find he's caught. 


We really need to stay awake, 
The Bible says we ought; 

Or we will surely boil like frogs 
In slowly heated pot. 


Luke 16:15 "...for that which is highly 
esteemed among men is abomination in the 
sight of God." 
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MAY 24 


WISE MEN 


Oh the wisemen came to Herod 
Seeking where the King was born; 

They had seen His star and journeyed 
Many days and weary morns. 


All Jerusalem was frightened 
From the king down to the least. 

What was this? Some mutinous tidings, 
Brought by strangers from the East? 


So they searched throughout the Scripture 
Where was prophesied the birth... 
Bethlehem, the lowly hamlet, 
Least of all the towns on earth. 


"Search Him out until you've found Him; 
Let me come and worship Him," 

Cried the crafty, lying Herod... 
Treacherous thoughts concealed within. 


Bright the star that led the wisemen; 
Short the road to Bethlehem. 

There they brought their gifts to Jesus... 
Gold, and myrrh, and frankincense. 


Warned in dreams, they journeyed homeward, 
Not back through Jerusalem. 

God protected Baby Jesus 
From the hands of evil men. 


Wise the men who still seek Jesus, 
Though no gold or myrrh they bring. 

But their hearts are His desire, 
Hearts to serve our risen King. 
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Foolish men turn back to Herod, 
Symbol of the evil world; 

Sad their path, with bitter ending, 
When their backs to Christ are turned. 


This is partly Christmas story, 
Yet the wise seek all year round. 

Seek to love, adore, and worship, 
While still breath in them is found. 


Psalm 105:4 "Seek the Lord, and _ his 
strength: seek his face evermore." 


MAY 25 
THE CANDLE THAT KEPT BURNING 


Ten little candles 
Burning alive; 

The cares of this world 
Snuffed out the nine. 


That one little candle 

Burned bravely in the gloom 
Left an inspiration 

For others in the room. 


No yesterdays could bother 
For they are past and gone. 
Tomorrow holds no pain 
For it has not yet come. 


So nine little candles 
Their flames again revived, 
Encouraged by their little friend 
Whose light was still alive. 
Proverbs 31:18 "...her candle goeth not out 
by night." 
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MAY 26 


THE HOPE THAT CHEERS THE AGED 


Though your eyes are growing dim, 
You can see who's coming in. 
Hearing aids, the message bring, 
When the folks around you sing. 
When you eat a slice of bread, 
Plastic teeth adorn your head. 
Hands more feeble than before, 

Feet, content to stay indoors. 

Gone the friends you once had known— 
We believe, to better Home. 

You might wonder why you're left, 
Why of dearest ones bereft. 

There's a reason you are here, 

Oft you bring us hope and cheer. 
We would miss your tender prayers 
Breathed upon the midnight air. 
Christ will call you when you're done, 
Lead you to eternal Home. 

You won't need a hearing aid 

When the angels seranade. 

Bright all eyes, and clear shall see 
Christ who rose to set us free. 

He has promised He will guide 
Faithful pilgrims o'er the tide. 

Quick the steps, and eager hand, 
Of the angels in God's land. 

Endless day and streets of gold 

Yet the half has not been told. 
These the hopes that bear us on 
Though our earthly road seems long. 


Psalm 71:18 "Now also when I am old and 
grayheaded, O God, forsake me not..." 
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MAY 27 
DAY BRIGHTENER 


We went upon a journey small, 

To aged shut-ins made some calls; 

Their dimming minds, with smiles still bright, 
To us, a welcome, cheery sight. 


Their fading ears could hardly hear. 
We told them who our parents were— 
Or else they wouldn't have a clue— 
"You said that you are who and who?" 


They, patient while the months pass 'way, 
Would long to go; yet glad to stay. 

They really brightened up our paths 

With faith that's weathered many blasts. 


For fourscore years and more they fought 
The fight of faith—some vict'ries got. 

We feel their final vict'ry's near, 

Oh how we felt their radiant cheer. 


They brightened up the day for us, 
To go again, we really must. 

We'll gather up the cheer they spread 
For us, to stow in heart and head. 


We younger folks have many cares— 
It seems there's not a day to spare. 
This is our challenge: go and try, 

Old folks will cheer you by and by. 


Proverbs 16:31 "The hoary head is a crown 


of glory, if it be found in the way of 
righteousness." 
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MAY 28 


THE CALF 


There is this little calf out there, 
And quite the headstrong pair are we. 

I tried to teach him how to drink... 
He taught me how he won't, you see. 


A constant feud is going on, 
This clash of no I won't, You will. 

Thus from that sturdy little pail 
Is precious milk so often spilled. 


But by and by he changed his mind, 
He found that I was right, at last. 

That milk from pails is better far 
Than stubborn-headed two-day fast. 


You'd think I taught this calf a lot, 
He taught me ever so much more. 

Let patience have her perfect work 
And wait for God to ope' the door. 


I'll learn a lesson from this calf 
To never be so certain quite 

That my way is the only way, 
Perhaps another's just as right. 


Philippians 2:4 "Look not every man on _ his 
own things, but every man also on the things 
Oj, OLRETS 
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MAY 29 


EVERY MORNING 


Ev'ry morning when I rise 
There's a battle in the skies; 

Two great powers want control 
Of my heart and mind and soul. 


Ev'ry morn I raise my voice 
To the Power of my choice: 

Give me strength enough today, 
Help me keep the foe away. 


Ev'ry morning I resign 

Lord, my life, my will, to Thine. 
I must be on guard today 

Lest I wander far away. 


Ev'ry morning I renew 
My petition, Lord, to You. 

Help me work, or take a stand 
Wheresoever You command. 


Ev'ry morning, this could be 
Lord, my last to live for Thee, 

Give me strength till life is past, 
Take me Home to Thee at last. 


James 4:7 "Submit yourselves therefore to 


God. Resist the devil, and he will flee from 
you." 
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MAY 30 
BARABBAS 


Oh, I'm like Barabbas 
In dark prison cell 
My wretched existence, 
I've earned it full well. 
I ponder my history, 
How thoughtless, how vile, 
Those hours I've squandered, 
In evil I whiled. 


For power to undo 
Those evils today! 

But I am most guilty 
And I must repay. 

I ponder my future— 
How hopeless it seems, 

I'm scarcely considered 
A human—indeed. 


Now clomping of boots come 
Down cobblestone hall, 

And rattle of spears on 
The damp dungeon walls. 

A clanging of iron 
And chains on the floor, 

A band of stern soldiers 
Now march in the door. 


I'm hustled like creatures 
Out onto the street 

With spears all around me, 
And marching of feet. 

Now straight up the stairs of 
The governor's hall— 

My doom sure hangs closely— 
Just look at that mob! 
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Barabbas! Barabbas! 
Like death tones I hear, 

And—Crucify! Crucify! 
Echoes so near. 

I know I deserve it— 
My end will soon come, 

Most cruel of judgements 
Will soon have begun. 


I'm startled to see there's 
Another One there 

So silent, and gentle 
Before Pilate's chair. 

The mob, now in frenzy— 
"Away with this man! 

And give us Barabbas— 
Or you're no-one's friend!" 


The eyes of the Stranger 
Seem volumes to speak— 

I'll die in your place, friend, 
For lost souls I seek. 

He'll die for my misdeeds! 
Such fathomless love— 

The perfect Redeemer 
From Heaven above! 


I scarce can contain it— 
I'm truly set free! 

The Saviour from Heaven 
Came even for me! 

His gaze is not finished, 
These words they implore— 
With this the condition, 

Sin henceforth no more. 


Titus 2:14 "Who gave himself for us, that 
he might redeem us from all iniquity..." 
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MAY 31 
HIDE AND SEEK 


Out there in the garden we run with glee, 

As free as the birds as we play "home free!" 

At end of the spruce trees in the old white chair 
With eyes closed and counting, the 'itter' sits there. 


"Hunnert coming!" she squeals, and starts the search 
While twitters and giggles come from hidden perch. 

So brave, yet so cautious, past birdhouse she sneaks, 
While eyes from all over, their vigilance keep. 


"T see you!" Now run! And in frenzy they fly! 
While grapevines, sunflowers and pine trees whiz by. 
To the chair! Go! Go! GQ! On pattering feet! 

While dust clouds behind them make hasty retreat. 


"That's one!" she gasps happy, "Now where are the 
rest?" 

While shivers of pleasure stir many a ‘nest’. 

Past rhubarb and raspberries and peppermint patch— 

Her eyes seeking glimpses of playmates to catch. 


Then—whish! goes a flash of a little blue shirt 
With bare feet a-pounding the freshly-tilled dirt. 
His blonde hair a-flying as he yells "Home Free!" 
"Now sister you're bigger but didn't catch me!" 


Too soon I announce, "Chore time has arrived." 
The afternoon quickly of its fun is deprived. 
"But, Dad! You promised a half hour to play!" 
Comes a chorus of groans from ev'ry which way. 


"I know! And I did! But the time went so quick, 
Now play by yourselves and a new ‘itter' pick." 
How precious the moments, though quickly they went, 
For time with our children quite wisely is spent. 


Psalm 127:3 "Lo, children are an heritage 
oj the Lord..." 
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JUNE 


THE FOAL 


You gangly, awkward, rascal you! 
Your legs are way too long! 

They're really in a tangle now, 
Have you piled them all wrong? 


You've scarcely got a middle, Bud, 
Just legs before, and aft. 

But such a pretty muzzle, too, 
You're cute, and oh, so soft. 


I didn't mean insulting, just 
Because your legs are long, 

For even in a week or two, 
You're sprightly, quick, and strong. 


Of marvels of creation, you 
Must surely be the one; 

You start, a simple, stumbling babe, 
But grow, like winds to run. 


Kick up your heels, and frolic far, 
And dance the daisies down, 

Then rear, and spin, and gallop back, 
And prance your mama ‘round. 


The summer wind will lend you strength, 


The birds will tempt you fly. 
Go! Hail them on, with conscience free, 


You'll catch them by and by. 


161 


JUNE 1 
THE CARING MEN 


He was tall, and stern, imposing, 
As he shut the cruiser door 

With its flashers all ablazing, 
Parked behind a four by four. 

'Twas no question, he meant business 
As he checked the licence through. 

Sat the errant driver, waiting, 
Wished he weren't in such a stew. 


He, a tender, loving father 
As he soothed the trembling child 
Who had wandered from her mother 
In the milling crowd outside. 
Then in boundless joy united— 
Drew warm circles to his heart, 
Unshed tears now stung his eyelids 
As he gladly did his part. 


Now another man before us, 
Who in earnest, pleading voice 
Is expounding holy scriptures, 
Tells the people, "Make your choice. 
There are but two destinations— 
Endless hope, and hopeless end." 
What we do while we are living 
Will our destiny define. 


He may look a bit imposing 
Up behind the pulpit there. 
He's a kind and loving father 
With a tender heart of prayer. 
He is earnest in his calling 
And it is his constant prayer 
The entire congregation 
Could unite in Heaven fair. 
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These two men of whom we're talking, 
Our protection is their goal: 

One of temp'ral, one eternal 
Habitation of the soul. 

But for those who will not listen, 
These men have a task to do— 

They must then rebuke and chasten. 
Let us heed them—me and you. 


Hewbrews 13:7 "Remember them which have 
the rule over you, who have spoken unto 
you the word of God..." 


JUNE 2 
THE PARTING 


Why is life so full of partings? 
Friends on different paths are starting. 
We prefer a steady going 
Where no parting time is showing, 
But life's duties still stand firm. 


God has led us to this hour 
Thru life's sunshine, shade, and shower. 
Let us therefore now be willing 
His good will divine fulfilling; 
Let's not precious moments spurn. 


Precious time we've spent together 
Now has flown and gone forever. 
Let's with prayer each other strengthen 
While the days to years do lengthen; 
For earth's greatest pow'r is prayer. 


Let us gather strength and courage 
For life's struggles, cares and worries. 
Farewell now, dear friends and kindred, 
Let's not cause God's will be hindered; 
Joined together still in prayer. 
Luke 24:49 "And, behold, I send the promise 
of my Father upon you..." 


163 


JUNE 3 
THE TIME TO PART 


(to students at the end of the year) 


How swift the hours have passed away, 
The time has come to part. 
So many precious memories 
Are gathered in my heart. 


Each precious moment that we shared 
Is but a memory, 

You'll never truly comprehend 

How much they mean to me. 


If you have suffered any wrong 
Because of things I did— 

I humbly pray you can forgive, 
Be from these sorrows rid. 


These years have seemed as but few days 
So soon they passed away. 

I'm hoping we will meet again 

In God's eternal Day. 


'Twas for a time together here 

We toiled with might and main; 
Together shared the sunshine and 
Together bore the rain. 


And as you travel on life's way 
Please bear this thought in mind: 
That I still love you as you are, 
Your hearts are near to mine. 


I'm hoping you can gather in 
From seeds I tried to sow; 

The little tender plants of truth 
To guide you as you go. 
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Now as we take the parting hand 

This thought I'd like to share: 

These precious ties bound in our youth 
I'll tend with greatest care. 


Philippians 1:9,10 "And this I pray, that 
your love may abound yet more and more in 
knowledge and in all judgement; That ye 
may approve things that are excellent; that 
ye may be sincere and without offence till 
the day of Christ." 


JUNE 
THE ONES WHO'VE GONE 


Oh let us pray while we have breath 
That we escape the second death, 

But rise with faith, on joyful wing 
And in those Heav'nly mansions sing. 


O, I have friends beyond death's door 
I long to meet again once more, 

Not in this life—No—let them rest. 
But may we meet in mansions blest. 


I do not miss these folk each day, 
For years have healed the hurt away. 


But fleeting thoughts, and longings sweet 


That maybe, some day, we shall meet. 


So while I tarry here below 

I'll pause at times, for this I know— 
God wants me here to journey on, 

Yet miss at times, the ones who've gone. 


Genesis 23:2 "...and Abraham came to mourn 
for Sarah, and to weep for ners’ 
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JUNE 5 
IT'S JIM 


A little story told again, 
A true one, too, they say— 
An older man of simple mind 
In England's olden days. 


Each noon at stroke of twelve he'd come 
On ev'ry passing day; 

He'd walk into the churchhouse old, 
And but few moments stay. 


One day the chaplain's patience waned, 
Demanding why he came. 

"To pray," the simple man replied, 
"Too short," the chaplain claimed. 


"Now tell me, what is this you pray 
While short the moments bide?" 

"It's 'Jesus, this is Jim'," 

The simple man replied. 


In later days the simple man 
Was injured in the street, 

And landed in the hospital— 
His wounds to bind, and keep. 


The place was full of grumbling men 
With ailments of all kind. 

The staff despaired to care for them, 
So glum were they inclined. 


Soon day by day the grumbling waned, 
Replaced by cheerfulness. 


Until the nurses wondered what 
Had come this place to bless. 
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One day a nurse of men inquired 

How sunshine came in here— 

"It's Jim," with smiles the men explained 
"That simple man so dear." 


"Hey Jim," the happy nurse inquired, 
"What makes your smile so bright?" 
"My visitor!" was Jim's reply, 

His face a radiant sight. 


"A visitor? But Jim, your chair 
Is vacant ev'ry day— 

Who is this visitor that comes? 
Explain to me, I pray." 


"Each day at twelve a Man will come 
To sit upon my bed, 

And, ‘Jim, it's Jesus'—that is all 
The words He ever said." 


Isaiah 41:10 "...be not dismayed; for I am 
thy Godse 


JUNE 6 


LOVE 


At school I learned to write and spell, 
But love spelled wrong I know quite well. 
And not before I married was, 
I realized effect and cause. 
My wife and children show it best, 
And often I have failed the test. 
But more and more I plainly see 
That love is spelled T-I-M-E! 
I Thessalonians 3:12 "And the Lord make 
you to increase and abound in love one toward 
another..." 
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JUNE 7 


PATIENCE 


O Daddy dear, what is the rush? 
Why must you hurry so? 

I must make many pittapats 
To match your steps, you know. 


I am already one year old, 
I'm such a help to you! 

It won't be very long at all 
Till I am grown up too! 


I have a little shovel too, 
About as tall as I, 

Although I cannot lift up much, 
I surely still can try! 


I cannot understand just yet 
These many why's and how's, 

And oft you must remind me not 
To wander ‘neath the cows. 


So Daddy dear, be patient now, 
Be patient if you can! 


Remember, after many days, 
I, too, shall be a man. 


John 21:15 "Feed my lambs." 
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JUNE 8 
END OF SCHOOL THOUGHTS 


There is a time for ev'rything, 

A time to cry, a time to sing, 

A time of praise, a time to grieve, 

A time to stay, a time to leave. 

With end of school term near at hand 
Today, united here we stand. 
Tomorrow comes with parting ways— 
'Twill never be as bygone days. 


To those of you now through grade eight, 
You'll find that life's a mixed-up state. 
Sometimes you'll think you're now a man— 
And then you'll be a child again. 

But travel on, and step by step, 

You'll gain the manhood vict'ry yet. 

Tho' two steps up, and one step down, 
Without a battle there's no crown. 


As teachers close the classroom door 

You hold the key to countless more. 

We pray that God your lives will bless 

With love, and health, and happiness. 

And when you stroll down mem'ry's lane, 

We hope your thoughts walk here again. 

The smiles you shared, the prayers you said 
Were blessings on our children's head. 


Dear friends and neighbours gathered near, 
Your love oft showed by smiles sincere. 
Your full support has made this school 

A place where love held tender rule. 

The days to come, be—long, or few, 
Please pray for us, we'll pray for you. 

To ev'ryone who's gathered ‘round 

May faith, and hope, and love abound. 


Genesis 1:28 "And God blessed them..." 
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JUNE 9 
LET NOT YOUR HEART BE TROUBLED 


There's a little rose in heaven, 
She's blooming there on high; 
Little rosebud in her home beyond the skies. 
She is waiting for our coming, 
She's gone to bloom above 
In that home where all is joy and peace and love. 
I'm told heaven is eternal, 
And I'm so glad it's real, 
There no stormy winds, no parting hands will be; 
There the daylight fades, no never, 
The streets are purest gold; 
Yet the half to us has never yet been told. 


Precious mem'ries, unseen angels, 
From many bygone years, 
In the stillness of the midnight oft appear, 
Oh thou blessed rock of ages, 
Hide thou myself in thee 
When the tempest rages on life's rugged sea. 
You can hear your daughter playing 
When ev'ning shadows fall, 
But that tender little heartbeat now is still; 
For this earth is not her homeland 
She just was passing through. 
Now she dwells in that glad home beyond the blue. 


Jesus gathers precious rosebuds 
For His great throne above, 
Gathers gently for his garden full of love. 
For the fully blooming flowers 
Alone they will not do, 
So the tender little buds he's gath'ring too. 
Let us all prepare to meet her, 
Shake hands in Paradise 
We shall sing eternal praises in the skies. 
What a friend we have in Jesus 
Our sins and griefs to bear, 
When the roll is called up yonder I'll be there. 
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Sister, thou wast mild and lovely, 
Soft as the summer breeze, 
Pleasant as the air of ev'ning 'mongst the trees. 
In our Father's sacred garden 
You're resting oh, so sweet, 
In that Home above where bliss is so complete 
Then trust in God thro all thy days, 
Fear not He holds thy hand; 
There is rest on heaven's bright and shining strand. 
But let not your heart be troubled 
Nor let it be afraid. 
Put your trust in Him who all the worid has made. 


John 14:1 "Let not your heart be troubled..." 


JUNE 10 
GOD BLESS YOU 


A special prayer I've said today 

That extra strength may come your way. 
The God of Peace would be your guide, 
That you would all to Him confide. 


God grant you courage all along, 

And hope—when sun and stars are gone. 
My heart is full, but words are few 

So I will close with, "God bless you." 


Deuteronomy 15:10 "...the Lord thy God 
shall bless thee in all thy works..." 
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JUNE 11 
THE GARDEN OF LIFE 


In the garden of our lifetime 
Plants are growing ev'ry day; 

Some are there to keep and cherish, 
Others must be thrown away. 

All our thoughts and our intentions, 
Ev'rything we do or say 

Is a plant within this garden 
To be kept or thrown away. 

Let us prune from out the flowers 
All the thistles that have grown; 

Let us tear them from our garden 
E'er the seeds too far have flown. 


There are bouquets, precious mem'ries 
That will never fade away, 
Shedding fragrance all around them 
Through dark nights and all our days. 
Let us tend these precious blossoms; 
All our efforts and our cares 
Shall be for the Master Gard'ner 
When He seeketh for them there. 
Let us prune from out the flowers 
All the thistles that have grown, 
Lest the naughty winds of Satan 
Send the seeds afar to roam. 


But these thistles in our garden, 
Boist'rous weeds and thorns and briers; 
We must dig these out with vigour 
And destroy them in the fire. 
Let's forget the tears and heartaches, 
Feelings hurt and gone amiss; 
Let's prepare our precious gardens 
For a better land than this; 
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Let us dig from out the flowers 
All the thistles that have grown, 

For the Master Gard'ner cometh 
Soon to gather what has grown. 


Luke 8:7 "And some fell among thorns; and 
the thorns sprang up with it, and choked 
ine 


JUNE 12 
WHEN I AM GONE 


When I have closed my mortal eyes; 
My soul have fled beyond the skies; 
A year has passed, or even two, 

The ones who think of me be few. 


Life might go on for other men, 
A fleeting thought, just now and then, 
But for the most they will forget 
That ever I existed yet. 


But hopefully the path I've trod 
Will point another soul to God. 

My faint hope is someone can say, 
"He lightened up my load one day." 


And hopefully there will be some 
Who long to meet me in that Home. 

Don't wish me back when I am gone 
For every mortal must move on. 


Proverbs 14:32 "...but the righteous hath 
hope in his death." 
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JUNE 13 
FARE YE WELL 


How has the time so swiftly flown? 

To us the hour clearly shown, 

The parting time is truly here 

To break the ties we've treasured dear. 


The things that truly help us stand 
Upon time's shores of changing sand, 
Are not the riding with the flow— 
But standing firm for what we know. 


So when the road too rugged seems, 

And life has shattered all your dreams, 
Then pray to God for help and strength, 
And you will win the crown at length. 


There is no rose without a thorn, 
There is no night without a morn. 
Behind the cloud is sun we Know; 
Behind the storm, the hidden bow. 


So fare ye well, and trust in God, 

Prefer the path that Jesus trod. 

Keep on the path you've started on, 
Though two steps up, and one step down. 


When duty calls we must obey, 

Though we prefer a diff'rent way. 
So with good will on parting hand, 
In prayer we still together stand. 


Psalm 115:9 "O Israel, trust thou in -the 
Bord. wt" 
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JUNE 14 


OUR FAMILY'S AIM IS... 


Walk together, talk together, 
Rock together too; 

Stay together, say together, 
"We will pray for you." 


Sing together, cling together, 
Bringing cheer to you. 

Bear together, care together, 
Share these thoughts with you. 


Live for others, give to others, 
Forgive with heart and soul; 

Each for others, teach another, 
Reach for heav'nly goal. 


Eat together, meet each other, 
Greet each day with prayer; 

Strive together, live together, 
Reach the golden stair. 


Believe together, achieve together, 
Receive each other there; 

Live with Jesus. We have hope 
To reach that heavenly shore. 


Deuteronomy 14:26 #,..and thou _ shalt 
rejoice, thou, and thine household." 
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JUNE 15 
THE BRIDGE OF TOMORROW 


The bridge of Tomorrow 
Is in pitiful state; 

I stand here bewailing 
Its deplorable shape! 


By mists still enshrouded, 
By vapours entombed, 

I cannot see clearly 
Through Time's awful gloom. 


Presumptuous, impatient, 
I stand here in vain, 

I'm borrowing sorrow, 
And heartache and pain. 


The bridge of Tomorrow? 
How foolish indeed! 

You tried to pass over? 
You'll never succeed. 


Oh, wait till the vapours 
Of Time float away! 

You'll find it is sturdy 
If you're there Today. 


Today is the river 
That we need to cross. 
Today we are strengthened 
In sorrow and loss. 


So leave your Tomorrow 
For Almighty to hold, 


He turns thorns and shadows 
Into roses and gold. 


(continued on next page) 
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For happy are we if 
We truly can say 

We've let go Tomorrow 
And worked on Today. 


Matthew 6:34 "Take therefore no _ thought 
for the morrow..." 


JUNE 16 
THANK YOU DAD 


A loving smile, a tender touch. 
The fixing of our toys and such; 

A helping hand when in distress, 
And cares upon our shoulders press. 


When trials surround, some good advice 
Whose value goes beyond a price; 

A cheery smile when day seems long, 
You're ne'er too tired for one short song. 


You gladly forgive when we confess 
Our haunting guilt for wickedness; 

These things and more you gladly do: 
This special thanks we say to you. 


Ephesians 6:2 "Honour thy father and mother; 


(which is the first commandment’ with 
promise) ." 
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JUNE 17 
IF YOU ARE IN THE FRYING PAN 


If church rules seeming are too strict 
Can't lead a decent life; 

If ev'ryone is quarreling, 

There's turmoil and much strife. 

Before you leave the church my friend, 
Please set your morals higher. 

For if you're in the frying pan— 

Don't jump into the fire. 


Your childhood was not happy, 

And your parents always fought, 

Your father was a drunkard, 

All the paycheques brought to nought. 
Don't simply take for granted, 
Younger marriage is required. 

So if you're in the frying pan— 

Don't jump into the fire. 


If people all around you 

Sometimes make you feel quite small, 
Perhaps you feel they're wishing 

That you were not there at all; 

Before you leave what friends you have, 
Their reprimands admire. 

If you are in the frying pan— 

Don't jump into the fire. 


If ev'rything would go your way, 
You would not happy be, 

For ev'ryone must compromise, 

To live successfully. 

The world will seem unfair at times, 
But loved ones you require. 

If you are in the frying pan— 
Don't jump into the fire. 
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When ev'rything seems to go wrong, 
And troubles fill your way, 

Just count your blessings one by one, 
And sing a song today. 

Please think before you leave this place 
To follow heart's desire. 

So if you're in the frying pan— 

Don't jump into the fire. 


I Corinthians 7:20 "Let every man abide in 
the same calling wherein he was called." 


JUNE 18 
PILGRIM'S PRAYER 


Dear Lord, hold Thou this feeble hand of mine; 
To Thee my life, my all, I now resign, 

No other Helper could I ever find, 

For I am weak, and small, and poor, and blind. 


My falt'ring footsteps strengthen, Lord, today, 
Take Thou my feeble hand and lead the way, 
And guide me gently lest I go astray, 

My will, now mould with Thy dear Hand I pray. 


Today, henceforth I'll strive to follow Thee; 
Reflect Thy Light, that others, too, may see 
Thy strength, Thy power, and Thy Majesty. 
Thou, Lord, my path to blest eternity. 


Psalm 25:5 "Lead me in thy truth, and teach 
me: for thou art the God of my salvation." 
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JUNE 19 
ONLY ONCE 


The Heavens had never yet 
brought forth their rain; 
No cloudburst had drenched 
any parched hills or plains. 
But vapours had watered the earth 
and her fruits 
When God spoke to Noah to tell 
what he'll do. 
"Go build thee an ark" so that they 
might be saved, 
While all unbelievers shall drown 
in their graves. 
The Heavens shall open, the rains 
shall pour down, 
The wells in the deep shall o'erflow 
all around. 


Then when it was over the Lord 
made a vow 
He never has broken, I trust He'll 
not now. 
Though earthquakes and famine, and all 
kinds of dearth, 
No water shall ever destroy all 
the earth. 
There's one thing God promised, but 
hasn't fulfilled, 
And on that one promise our trust we 
can build... 
That fire and brimstone from Heaven 
shall pour— 
Then earth, time, and mortals shall 
be never more. 


Titus 1:2 "In hope of eternal life, which 
God, that cannot lie, promised before the 
world began." 


180 


JUNE 20 
OUR LIVING HOPE 


Oh, the smiles that were cherished 
Shall be seen here no more, 

For she had an appointment 

That she couldn't ignore. 

Now the body is buried; 

It has no use we know, 

For the spirit inside it 

To the Maker has flown. 


If she lived for the Saviour 

With her heart, strength, and mind, 
Then we have this assurance 

She in true rest reclines. 

We're so thankful for Jesus; 

He has opened the way, 

For the righteous to Heaven, 

It's an endless, fair day. 


To the ones who remain here, 
We must still travel on, 

If we live for our Saviour 

We can meet Him at Home. 

If we follow examples 

Of the faithful who left, 

We don't weep as the hopeless, 
Who are ever bereft. 


Jeremiah 31:17 "And there is hope in thine 
end, saith the Lord..." 
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JUNE 21 A DEAD CAT 


This story, I'm told, is supposed to be true, 
Contains a good lesson for me and for you. 

A man was out shopping in a plaza one day. 
He'd tucked all his groc'ries in his pickup away. 


Out there on the pavement he saw a dead cat; 
He thought it a shame just to leave it like that, 
So into a bag and up onto the hood 
Of his trusty old pick-up, the dead cat was put. 


Then into a rest'rant, alluring, nearby, 
The man, for a coffee and paper reclined. 

Now soon caught his watchful and wandering eye, 
A woman, with int'rest, his pickup passed by. 


Soon turned she around, seemed intent on the hood, 
But most by the package that careless there stood. 

A third time she passed by, and thus the bag swiped— 
Which was, by appearance, for robbery ripe. 


This woman quite casually, now easily walked 
Right into the selfsame old coffee-time shop! 

A half dozen tables away she sat down 
And tried, with a coffee, her conscience to drown. 


She knew not the man who had owned that there bag 
Nor yet of the strangest of contents it had. 

No doubt her heart pounded, afraid she'd be caught 
For stealing the bag, for hers it was not. 


At last, of her conscience, curiosity won, 
With hasty light fingers, the knot was undone; 
She took but one peek—and collapsed in a faint, 
No whiter an easel, an artist could paint. 


An ambulance summon! This woman revive! 
We're not certain quite if she's dead or alive. 

Paramedics soon rescued that poor woman there, 
Then rushed her away with the utmost of care. 
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They carefully took all her things that she had, 
Including that wonderful strange little bag. 
The man had his coffee all finished by now, 
Relieved that the cat was disposed of, but—WwOwW! 


Now here lies the lesson, once laughter is through, 
Take heed what you long for, and watch what you do; 
For seldom temptations are quite what they seem, 
And surely they don't make a conscience-free dream. 


So linger not, longing for what is not yours. 
I'm guessing perhaps that this woman was cured. 
For often temptations turn out to be that— 
A useless, old, stinky, dead, flattened-out cat. 


II Peter 2:9 "The Lord knoweth how to 
deliver the godly out of temptations..." 


JUNE 22 
THE OPEN DOOR 


(Can be sung to the tune of 
Hold Fast To The Right) 


May our teachers be blest 

For the work they have done, 
For the prayers they have said for each child. 
May God's hand lead them on 

As they journey through life, 

As a new door now swings open wide. 


Thanks a lot for the time 

You have spent at our school, 
May you feel it has not been in vain. 
Let us pray for each other 

As onward we go, 
By God's grace we will all meet again. 


Acts 14:27 "...and how he had opened the 
door of faith unto the Gentiles." 
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JUNE 23 
IT MUST HAVE TAKEN COURAGE 


It must have taken courage strong 
To chart an unknown road 

When God had called to Abraham, 
"I'll show you where to go." 


Or Gideon with three hundred men 
T'wards Midian's countless throng, 

To step in faith that God would guide 
The battle all along. 


And what of Daniel and his friends 
To say "Our God can spare— 

But if He chooses otherwise— 
Then King, know He still cares." 


It must have taken courage for 
My Lord in Pilate's hall, 

To answer not, when thick and fast 
False accusations fall. 


It must have taken courage for 
The Anabaptist band 

To worship out in woods and caves 
While sought by soldiers' hands: 


To flee on to America— 
"Religion's free they claim." 

Though many perished on their trek 
Across the ocean main: 


To dwell unarmed while hostile bands 
Of natives padded 'round. 


With axe and spade existence eke 
From hard-earned virgin ground. 


(continued on next page) 
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It must have taken courage when 
Prosperity arrived, 

To stem the tide of worldliness 
And not let morals slide. 


It stills takes courage here today 
When other folks have more, 

To teach our children, be content, 
And do not wish for more. 


Proverbs 28:1 "...but the righteous are bold 
as a lion." 


JUNE 24 
WASH YOUR FACE 


When you're sitting down to eat 
Take a break from toil and heat, 

Or the job is now complete, 
Wash your face. 


If you took your horse to town 
Or were outside mowing lawn, 

Or you simply wore a frown, 
Wash your face. 


You will feel a little better, 
Make the world a little gladder, 

Gives your social image feather 
If you wash your face. 


If you've sinned and have done wrong, 
Don't your agony prolong, 

But repent before too long, 
Wash your heart, not just your face. 


Matthew 23:25 "Woe unto you... for ye make 
clean the outside of the cup and of _ the 
platter, but within they are full of extortion 
and excess." 


185 


JUNE 25 


MORNING PRAYER 


Lord, every morning I will raise 

To Thee a grateful prayer of praise 
For restful hours of the night 

In sleep, or prayer, till morning light. 


Show my responsibility 
And strengthen me, whate'er it be 
I'll shrug it not, nor hide my face; 
But, oh, my Lord! increase my faith. 


I ask not for an easy road, 
But courage for the given load. 

All men who seek Thy loving face, 
Lord, grant them strength and daily grace. 


There are those who will follow me, 
Still Thy reflection may they see. 

So, set a watch upon my lips 
That they no idle word let slip. 


Our erring footsteps guide aright, 
And help us find Thy truth and light. 

To feeble-hearted folks give strength, 
Increase their faith in Thee at length. 


Thy hand can reach to help at once 
No matter whence the cry has come. 

And may today Thy will be done. 
Lord, may my will and Thine be one. 


Luke 22:42 "...nevertheless not my _ will, 
but thine, be done." 
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JUNE 26 


BETTER THOUGHTS 


I asked the Lord for better thoughts 
To fill my troubled head; 

Dispel these ugly sinful ones, 
Send holy ones instead. 


He set upon my falt'ring lips 
A worthy song of praise 

That scattered all those evil thoughts 
And cheered me through the days. 


This is the Christian's daily strife, 
To keep his thoughts in check— 

In Heaven he will reap reward, 
On earth he'll gain respect. 


When thoughts come flitting to our heads 
On subtle, silent wings, 

We must at once inspect each one 
And wrong ones instant fling. 


But cultivate the goodly thoughts 
And cherish ev'ry one, 

For better thoughts will seem each hour 
Like rising of the sun. 


I Chronicles 16:9 ‘no -tdlic wyeiof.<.all .his 
wondrous works." 


187 


JUNE 27 
THE LONGED-FOR REST 


There is a home I'm thinking of 

That's filled with peace and joy and love. 
My thoughts oft travel up that road 

To friends who've reached that blest abode. 


A thousand times more joy than this, 
Through endless ages is their bliss: 

My finite mind can't comprehend 
Such wond'rous rapture without end. 


I long to be with them at rest, 
But while I'm here I'll do my best 
To point the way to those around 
That none may lose that heav'nly ground. 


No need to travel o'er the sea, 
No famous mission man I'll be. 

My cross I'll bear right where I am 
And try to serve my fellowman. 


And then some day when life is thru' 
O Jesus, take me home to You. 

O let me meet the ones who've gone 
And left me here to travel on. 


Lord, give me strength each passing day 
While here below I'm asked to stay. 

Alone, 'twould be a tedious stride. 
But pleasant 'tis with Christ beside. 


Philippians 1:23 "...having a _ desire to 
depart, and to be with Christ; which is far 
better." 
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JUNE 28 
UNCOUNTABLE BLESSINGS 


The Lord His richest blessings sends 
In volumes man can't comprehend; 

The magnitude is so untold 
That man cannot receive the whole. 


Our feeble minds are just so small 
We scarce can start to count them all. 

We cannot know what it's about, 
His ways beyond our finding out. 


Dear Lord we praise Thy holy name, 
We are but dust—our very frame; 

The men on earth will never see 
The fullness of Thy majesty. 


A million stars within Thy scope, 
Without them, dark nights have no hope. 
The birds' migration, as they fly— 

A little thing for your great eye. 


The changing hues of rising sun, 
The falling raindrops—every one, 

The peacock's irridescent hues, 
A baby colt—the woolly ewes. 


But greatest of them all is Love 
That brought the Saviour from above. 
Incomprehensible to man— 
The Trinity—the Great I AM. 


And what is man? so full of sin, 
Yet Thou art mindful, Lord, of him. 
Earth's books cannot contain the whole 
Of blessings which the Lord has shown. 


I John 3:1 "Behold what manner of love the 
Father hath bestowed upon us..." 
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JUNE 29 
GOOD STEWARDSHIP 


I wanted it much, 
I wanted it bad— 
If it weren't for the money, 
It could have been had; 
It wasn't the price 
Was all out of whack, 
But I just didn't need it— 
It wouldn't pay back. 
It wasn't the thing... 
Or it's having was wrong, 
In fact such were part 
Of our lives all along. 
But 'twas only the money 
That kept me. 


If I paid a month's interest 
At feedmill and such, 


I could pay that there thing 


I wanted so much. 
How could I explain it? 
The going was tough, 
There just wasn't cash 
For splurging on stuff. 
So I decided 
To leave it alone. 

Good stewardship wasn't 
Just cash around thrown. 
It wasn't just money 

That kept me. 


Proverbs 21:20 "There is treasure 


to be 


desired and oil in the dwelling of the wise; 


but a foolish man spendeth it up." 
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JUNE 30 
A NOTE OF ENCOURAGEMENT 


I will send a little note 
From my heart to your abode, 
Just to wish you all the courage that you need. 
May you feel the Saviour's hand 
Guide you through this pilgrim land, 
May you find the strength to His commandments 
heed. 


Not a promised life of ease 
Just to do as you would please, 
But He'll guide you if you trust Him all along. 
Peace when stormy billows roll 
Or when tossed on treach'rous shoal, 
Keep your heart upon the Saviour, with a song. 


When all things would go your way 
Then, my friend, turn not away; 
For this is the Father's gift He gives to you. 
But with ev'ry deed and thought 
Just remember you were bought. 
Christ can give you strength to stand when 
skies are blue. 


Let us join in hand and heart 
Help each other do his part, 
For together we are stronger on the way. 
So take courage, my dear friend, 
Christ will guide you to the end. 
He's the Comfort and the Hope you need today. 


I Timothy 1:1 "...by the commandment of 
God our Saviour, and Lord Jesus Christ, 


which is our hope." 
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JULY 


KILDEERS 


Over in the meadows hear their dee-dee-dee. 

Daring all the raindrops to dance on the lee. 

Narrow wings flash silver 'gainst the thund'ring blue, 
Calling to the storm clouds to dump rain on you. 


Bobbing and afretting and scolding for dear life; 
Mamma scolds the children; neighbour scolds his wife. 
Now they hold a counsel—now they run away— 
Screaming, bobbing, turning short. Rain will 

come today. 


When the weather's balmy, quiet folk are they, 

Now and then a sweet "kildee", bidding us good day. 
When the rain is coming, hear their dee-dee-dee, 
Daring all the raindrops to dance on the lee. 


193 


JULY 1 


WHAT PRICE CHANGE? 


Time is like an ever-rolling stream. 
Comes the day, when night is gone; 

Always comes a time when night may seem 
Just too dark for one short song. 


As the dewdrops fall at eventide 
When the daylight fades away, 

So the teardrops fall when stops the breath 
And a loved one's gone for aye. 


From a rippling, tinkling rivulet 
To a cold and rushing stream, 

From the cradle to the cold, cold grave, 
Life is but a transient dream. 


Memories fade like the morning stars 
And the hurts are healed at last. 

What a soothing for your aching breast 
Just your cares on Christ to cast. 


Spring to summer, fall, then wintertime, 
Their succession changing not; 

Life is like an ever-changing clime 
That cannot be sold or bought. 


Genesis 8:22 "While the earth remaineth, 
seedtime and harvest, and cold and _ heat, 
and summer and winter, and day and night 
shall not cease." 
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JULY 2 


SHARING TIME 


The time I longed so spend with you 

To talk our problems through and through, 
The time you didn't seem to have— 

And so in silence I'll forgive. 


The time you longed to spend with me 
Did I perhaps, your need not see? 
Was I too busy with myself, 

So brushed your needs upon a shelf? 


We really ought to spend more time 
With fellow pilgrims as we climb, 

And struggle on our homeward road, 
The way that leads to Heaven's abode. 


Our Lord has always time enough 
Whene'er our way seems just too rough; 
We only need to ask in prayer, 

He'll give us strength our load to bear. 


When God asks us to spend our time, 
To fill some special need or line, 

Do we respond and gladly go? 

Or do we wish it were not so? 


Matthew 25:40 "Inasmuch as ye have done 
it unto one of the least of these my brethren, 
ye have done it unto me." 
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JULY 3 
JUST FOR TODAY 


Just for today, Lord— 
O let me be 

Fervent in spirit, 
Faithful to Thee, 

Heeding the message 
You send my way 

Erring in nothing, 
Just for today. 


Healing the wounded, 
Leading the blind, 

Knowing the moments 
Truly are thine. 

Leading my fam'ly 
Dearest to me, 

Guiding them ever 
Closer to Thee. 


Yesterday's over, 
Oh let it rest. 
Though memories are 
Sealed in my breast. 
Thine, Lord, the Morrow 
Guarded from me. 
Fain would I tremble 
If I could see. 


Just for today, Lord, 
Help me be true; 

Knowing Today comes 
Only from You. 

Fresh new each morning 
Help me to say, 

"Guide Thou my footsteps 
Just for Today." 


(continued on next page) 
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Cheering my comrades 
Struggling along, 
Lifting in prayer those 
Prone to do wrong. 
Being of service 
To those around, 
Bearing them up to 
Heavenly ground. 


Lamentations 3:22 "It is of the Lord's mercies 
that we are _ not consumed, because his 
compassions fail not." 


JULY 


TO TOUCH THE HEARTS OF MEN 


"Does Jesus care?" The little child 
Was only two years old, 

And yet the tune was sweet and clear 
Like angel harps of gold. 

"Oh yes He cares, I know He cares", 
The chorus swelled again. 

The little child, in innocence 
Had touched the hearts of men. 


She had a brother, sister too, 
In the graveyard still and cold, 

That Jesus, tender Shepherd dear, 
Had gathered to his fold. 

And now she sang at Father's knee 
With message true and plain... 

The gift she had was sent of God 
To touch the hearts of men. 


Psalm 8:2 "Out of the mouth of babes and 
sucklings..." 
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JULY 5 
THANK YOU, NEIGHBOURS! 


Thank you, neighbours! Thanks a lot! 
For all that you have done, 

Whene'er my weary feet could not, 

Still strongly you have run. 


Thank you neighbours! Thanks so much! 
You're helpful and so kind. 

In all the world, oh neighbours such 

As you I could not find. 


Thank you, neighbours! How can I 
But show my thanks to you? 

The love of God who dwells on high 
Stands out in all you do. 


Thank you, neighbours! 'Tis enough 
I write these words to you? 

So when the way for you is rough 
Please tell me what to do. 


Thank you, neighbours! Thanks although 
The cup seemed hard to drink. 

At first it seemed like quite a blow 

When you said, "Stop and think." 


Thank you, neighbours! But I can't 
Thank even half enough; 

Beneath our God's protecting hand 
We're one in bonds of love. 


Proverbs 27:10 ".,.better is a neighbour 
that is near than a brother far off." 
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JULY 


FREE WINGS 


Watching swallows 
Dip and glide 
Makes a soul feel 
Free inside. 
Soaring high and 
Swooping low, 
Flit of wing tells 
Where they go. 
Chasing sunbeams, 
Catching flies, 
Acrobats of 
Minute size. 


Ah! my soul, now 
Chase their flight, 
In the golden 

Ev'ning light. 
Higher yet, my 
Soul's glad wings, 
Fly to Heaven 
And your King. 
Though to earthly 
Clay yet bound, 
Fly up free and 
Swoop back down. 


! 


Matthew 6:26 "Behold the fowls of the air...’ 
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JULY 7 


DEATH AND HOPE 


(In memory of Edward Martin and 
Loreen Weber July, 2007) 


As spring has turned to summertide 
We mark the year's relentless stride. 

The good Lord took that which he gave... 
A blooming life, and then...the grave. 


The year was marked by tears and pain 
And yet our loss has been their gain. 
Our God alone knows reasons why; 
It was His will, yet still we cry. 


But in submission sweet and still 
We bow beneath God's perfect will. 

Christ died...He gave His life for us... 
So should He not take some of us? 


Reminding those He left behind 
That Heaven's fairer far than time. 

But while we're here, God time has given, 
So let us work on reaching Heav'n. 


Yet weep we not as with no hope 
For loved ones passed beyond our scope. 
Our God gives strength for each new day. 
We hope to meet again some day. 


Jonne = L126 "And whosoever liveth and 
believeth in me shall never die." 
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JULY 
THE CHURCH'S FOUNDATION 


We dug down deep for footing 
Where ground was hard and firm; 
They wouldn't sink or alter 
Nor by the winds be turned. 
We, concrete poured in trenches, 
Enforced by iron bars; 
And on this solid footing 
The church house stands for years. 


Upon these sturdy footings 
The concrete walls are poured. 

The frost can't heave or shift them; 
The builder's just reward. 

Upon this firm foundation 
The builders dream and hope 

To build a sturdy church house 
With more than earthly scope. 


A church without foundations; 
Not grounded on the Rock, 

By frost will feel upheaval, 
And generations shock. 

We trust our church is anchored 
And grounded on God's Word; 

In love His Truth is spoken, 
With faith the sermons heard. 


When storms beat hard against us, 
We're battered by the gale, 
The church is our fortress 
When winds of life assail. 
The church holds us together, 
It help the proud be meek, 
Here's comfort for the weary 
And hope for all who seek. 
Matthew 16:18 "...and upon this rock I will 
build my church..." 
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JULY 9 
TORNADO! 


The air; thick and sultry, 

Across muggy country, 

Black clouds on horizon hang low. 
Now wind starts arousing, 

While raindrops start dousing, 
This mothering planet below. 


The tempest is wailing— 
The debris is sailing— 
While smashed-up, the building pile grows. 
Rain torrents are flinging— 

And hailstones are pinging— 

Ah! Fierce is the whirlwind that blows! 


The blackness has lifted, 

The storm clouds have shifted, 

The torrents of patters have eased. 
Take heed all ye people, 

Ye strong, proud, or feeble, 

The Lord truly did as he pleased. 


Man's grandest construction, 

In sudden destruction, 

To mountains of rubble is turned, 
God spared some, took others, 
Else you or your brother's, 

We all have a lesson to learn. 


It broadens perspectives, 

In a mind that's reflective, 

How helpless, how nothing we are. 
All flesh is as grass, 

All its glory shall pass, 

Sometimes we must wake with a jar. 


(continued on next page) 
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Come join hands together, 

In foul and fair weather, 

To help those affected rebuild. 

It build bonds of unity, 

And strengthens community, 

We pray that God's plan is fulfilled. 


Nahum 1:3 "...the Lord hath his way in the 
whirlwind and in the storm..." 


JULY 10 
TO GET AWAY 


We had planned a holiday 
Half a thousand miles away. 

Four whole days we were to stay 
Where our kinsfolk live today. 


Some folks say we all should go— 
Holidays refresh, you know; 

We'll work more efficient, so 
That is why all folks should go. 


What these folks don't realize— 
Sundays will revitalize... 

Sing, pray, worship, socialize 
With our friends who sympathize. 


So we don't need holidays 
Half a thousand miles away, 

Just from work to get away. 
We do this each Sabbath day. 


" 


Mark 2:27 "The sabbath was made for man... 
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JULY 11 
THE WALLS OF THE TEMPLE 


The walls of the temple were wondrous and fair; 

All covered with jewels and tapestry rare, 

For Solomon spared not of costly array; 

That building exceeded the best in its day. 

Here into the holiest once a year came 

The high priest with blood from a lamb that was 
slain. 

The veil of the temple was rent up and down 

When Christ for us sinners His lifeblood laid down. 


The walls of the temple, the church down the way, 
Are pure in their newness, unused ere today. 

The building is simple for this day and age, 

And yet seems today we have turned a new page; 
So what can we do now to keep this house pure? 
By working together Christ's church can endure. 
The building is finished, our journey is not 

Until in the graveyard we each fill a plot. 


Once more yet of temples we read in God's Word. 

God's temple, our bodies, our hearts, we have 
heard. 

If we are God's temple then we must stay pure 

In thoughts, words and actions, lest Satan endure. 

Yes, here lies the battle—the fiercest on earth... 

From deep in our bosom spring love, hate, and 
mirth. 

The walls of God's temple? Prayers we to God 
send. 

If Satan we worship, how awful our end! 


II Corinthians 6:16 "...and I will be their 
God, and they shall be my people." 
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JULY 12 


AARON 


Lord, Moses is chosen, 
But where is our Aaron? 

For Moses needs someone 
The burden to share. 

Yes, Moses is willing, 
And firm may he stand, 

But he needs a helper 
To hold up his hands. 


Oh, where can our Aaron be? 
Can pray'r bring him here? 

We know he is hidden, 
Yet feel he is near. 

Let each do his duty 
To lift Moses' hands, 

But give us an Aaron, Lord, 
Beside him to stand. 


But Aaron must be willing 
And able to stand 

In front of the people 
To hold Moses' hands. 

Come, search us out keenly 
If faith still abound. 

Lord, surely amongst us 
Can Aaron be found. 


Exodus 17:12 "...and Aaron and Hur stayed 
up his hands: .2" 
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JULY 13 


MY THOUGHTS 


Why is it that these thoughts of mine 
Will tumble, churn, then form a line? 
Why is it sometimes weeks go by 
When never rhyming thoughts draw nigh? 
Like thirsty desert, starved for rain— 
These tumbling thoughts disperse again? 


At other times the streamlets grow 
Till rushing, surging rivers flow; 
Then, line by line, my thoughts unfold, 
And inward fears, confessions told. 
Was ever such a wretch like me 
Who wrote his thoughts for all to see? 
But that is how I find release— 
To write my struggles piece by piece. 


O could it be my carnal mind 
At times too full of earthly kind? 
Until at last, like desert rain 
Some nobler thoughts revive again? 


ile Retermact " ..beloved, I now write unto 
VOU 
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JULY 14 
A PIECE OF MY HEART 


When you pull up your stakes 
And start off to roam 
O'er long weary miles till 
You reach your new home; 
When you meet with triumphs, 
New struggles, new cares, 
Remember, a piece of 
My heart will be there. 


Our journey continues, 
For go on we must, 
Tho' lonely our pathway— 
In Jesus we trust. 
We've treasured your friendship, 
We'll still meet in prayer. 
Wherever you journey, 
My heart will be there. 


God grant you successes, 
New hope for new days, 
New strength for new 
Challenges coming your way. 
When weary, downhearted, 
And burdened with care, 
Remember, a piece of 
My heart will be there. 


I'll pick up the pieces 
Of life that remain; 
Some day I may truly 
Feel sunshine again. 
When rainstorms confront us 
Then Jesus still cares, 
For always a piece of 
His heart will be there. 


Matthew 28:20 "...and, lo, I am with you 
alway, even unto the end of the world. " 
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JULY 15 
TODAY'S SUNSHINE 


Oh, today the sun shineth! 
How that brightens our day. 

With the fog is enshrouded 
All our future alway. 

For the future's not ours, 
It's kept hidden from view, 

But today's sun and shower 
Is asparkle with dew. 


In the stillness lie yester 
Day's laughter and tears. 

They're our anchor today— 
Roots of upcoming years. 

O Today holds the sunshine 
Which we feel in our face. 

Yesterday and Tomorrow 
Are beyond human race. 


If we reach back behind us, 
Try to hold it today, 

Then we squander the blessings 
God has planned for today. 

Cherish yesterday's mem'ries 
But live only today; 

Leave the fog-shrouded future 
With the Master alway. 


There is nothing from Yesterday 
We can make or renew; 

Not a spoken word unspoken, 
Not a done deed undo; 

But Today holds the promise 
Of God's mercy and grace— 

While today's sun is shining 
Keep on running the race. 


(continued on next page) 
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We need not know the future 
Which our Father holds tight; 

For Him fog is no problem, 
For almighty His sight. 

But today is our sunshine, 
Ours the rain, shade, and dew; 

Trusting ever God's promise— 
"I am caring for you." 


Philippians 4:13 "I can do all things through 
Christ which strengtheneth me." 


JULY 16 
LOVELY THINGS 


Let me look for yet another spring; 

For flowers blooming, birds that sing; 

When frosts of life have blighted lovely flowers. 
Let me sing another song of praise 

To thank Thee once more for Thy Grace 

When shadows come to darken happy hours. 


Let me ponder on the happy day, 

The little joys that come my way, 

When sorrows come like stormy thunder showers. 

Let me seek out yet the lasting thing, 

Still trust in God's eternal spring 

When my last breath is drawn in sunset hours. 
Matthew 6:33 "But seek ye first the kingdom 
of God..." 
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JULY 17 


AS SCHOOL DAYS CLOSE 


As here we stand 
At closing of the year, 
Dear friends, farewell. 
Led by God's hand 
Thru sunshine, toil, and tears, 
His love oft felt. 
Mountains we've climbed 
And passed thru valleys deep 
In God's own time; 
Our trust in Him we'll keep. 


As here we pause 
Before we go our ways 
Dear friends, let's pray 
God saw a cause 
To bring to us this day. 
"Amen" we say. 
If paths should cross 
We'll meet in future days; 
Come gain or loss, 
His name we'll always praise. 


(Can be sung to the tune of 
Unto the Hills.) 


Psalm 5:12 "For thou, Lord, wilt bless the 
righteous... «” 
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JULY 18 
ALWAYS PRAISE 


We can praise the Lord in sunshine, 
We can praise Him for the Light, 

We give thanks for balmy meadows 
And for peaceful rest at night. 


For the spunky snow-decked crocus, 
For the budding springtime trees, 

For the birds' melodious coming 
On the gentle southern breeze... 


For the heatwaves of the summer, 
For the thunder in the rain, 

For the marvel of the rainbow 
When the sun dares shine again... 


For the chilling winds of autumn 
Bringing bright leaves dancing down, 

For the pumpkins tickling cornstalks, 
Empty fields with furrows crowned... 


For the snowflakes chasing bluejays 
Into spruce trees' welcoming boughs, 
For the wildest storms of winter, 

Let us praise our Maker now. 


For the coming of the Christchild, 
Cruel cross, and empty tomb; 

For the promise of returning— 
In our hearts, for praise there's room. 


Psaim 11721 "QO praise the Lord, all ye 
nations: praise him, all ye people." 
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JULY 19 


FORTY-NINE DAYS 


Forty-nine days stretch 
Unending on, 
Withholding the answer 
For which we all long. 
Unyielding, unhurried, 
And painfully slow, 
Each one needs new courage 
As onward we go. 


Just seven short weeks— 
How swiftly they fly. 

So rushing in panic— 
Why fly, weeks, on by? 

The deadline comes hurtling 
Like rushing of streams. 

Slow down, Time! Step softly! 
My weary heart screams. 


How can time be rushing 
While painfully slow? 

Unfolding each minute 
Precisely, we know. 

We, Jordan's deep waters 
Can glimpse far away, 

So trusting in Jesus, 
Gain strength day by day. 


Psalm 89:47 “Remember how short my _ time 
Sia 
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JULY 20 


FOR FAITH TO FOLLOW 


There's no need for building bridges 
Where the road may never lead, 

There's no point in brooding worries 
O'er a care we may not meet. 

There's no sense in planning detours 
"Round a road that is not closed; 

But to walk in prayerful trusting 
Is the thing I need the most. 


There are pleasant parking places 
To allure me from the path, 
Sweet with worldly cheers and pleasures, 
But with bitter aftermath. 
Hasten on, my soul, O hasten! 
T'ward a better land than this, 
Tho' the road be steep and stony, 
And the thickened fog won't lift. 


Needless burdens that you carry, 
Leave them all, my soul, behind. 

Useless plans for shaky bridges, 
Their foundation you can't find. 

There's an Engineer that's guiding, 
Far beyond the fog He sees. 

Childlike trust and faith unswerving, 
Guided best on bended knees. 


Matthew 8:26 "Why are ye fearful, O ye of 
little faith?" 
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JULY 21 


THE LAW OF SOWING AND REAPING 


The seeds we plant along life's way 
Will not remain unchanged thru days, 

But wilt and die; or sprout and grow. 
What will become we cannot Know. 


Some seeds we sow unthinkingly, 
And some in secret, seemingly; 

While some we sow with utmost care 
Preparing soil with fervent prayer. 


Be careful therefore, what you sow; 
You never know which seed will grow 

Or which will flourish and bear fruit: 
The careful, thoughtless, bad or "gut". 


Some fruits come back to haunt us yet— 
Reminding what we'd fain forget. 

Thus stands the law of reap and sow: 
We cannot dodge the truth, we know. 


Some other, blessing on our head, 
A rich reward for what we did. 

For seed must die ere it can grow. 
Why is it thus? God planned it so. 


II Corinthians 9:6 "He which soweth sparingly 
shall reap also sparingly; and he which soweth 
bountifully shall reap also bountifully." 
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JULY 22 
THE UNFAIR DEAL 


Our Saviour came from Heaven down 
To make an unfair deal. 

The perfect Sacrificial Lamb; 
His wounds our sins can heal. 


He offers us eternal bliss 
In Heav'nly mansions fair: 

A thousand times a thousand bliss 
With countless angels there. 


Incomprehensible the gift 
He offers to us there; 

The length of all eternity— 
There's nothing to compare. 


So, what's the price we have to pay 
This unfair deal to land? 

A willingness to live for Him 
In what we understand. 


A willing mind, an upright life, 
A heart that's brave and true, 

Just for the years He's loaned to us 
Till here on earth we're thru. 


He died for us—how huge the cost 
His promises to seal. 

How tiny is the price we pay... 
How gross, unfair, this deal. 


Romans 5:8 "...while we were yet sinners, 
Christ died for us." 
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JULY 23 


THE UNBROKEN COLTS 


Ah, Glenn, your colts once cute and free, 
An outlaw pair have come to be. 

You didn't train them up, you see, 
To be as horses ought to be. 


To have a horse as good as dreams 
Takes more than sugar, pats, and cremes. 
And now they're gone you want to scream; 
But they were worse than to you seemed. 


Those horses wild have run away, 
They could have killed someone today, 

For on the roadway they have strayed; 
So now they must be done away. 


The rest of us a lesson take 
Lest we should make that same mistake 
With children. Therefore let us shake 
The idle dreams, and useful make. 


For life is one relentless page, 
We must be broke at tender age 

And taught to work, and not to rage. 
This is the wisdom of the sage. 


Proverbs 22:6 "Train up a child in the way 
hée’should go...” 
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JULY 24 


SIMON THE CYRENE 


What were the thoughts of Simon as 
He bore the cross for Christ? 

Would this not hurt his ego, or 
His name would pay a price? 


I doubt that he had volunteered, 
For they compelled him there. 

Yet we don't read that he fought back, 
Or said he didn't care. 


We don't read much of this Cyrene 
But that he bore the cross 

That darkest night of history, 
When righteousness seemed lost. 


Is there another man on earth 

Who helped when Christ's strength failed? 
Not his disciples, not a Jew; 

In them did fear prevail. 


What greater thing could man have done? 
Or history record? 

Than meekly bear the cross for Christ, 
The beaten, thorn-crowned Lord. 


Oh, Simon, you still courage give 
(Though centuries sped by) 

To me to help another bear 
His load, when faint they sigh. 


Like s23-20°". ond. on tim -ihey lata» "the 
cross, that he might bear it after Jesus." 


pa | 


JULY 25 
SUNBEAMS 


What pleasant little sumbeams are 
The children ev'ry day; 

They play away my sadness and 
They sing my tears away. 

They're eager with their little hands 
To help as if they're grown. 

Some day we will look back and see 
Their childhood days have flown. 


They run along where'er I go, 
Their little steps so small; 

They shout aloud so merrily, 

"Look, Daddy, I'm so tall." 

On top of stumps or else on stones, 
Or even on a wall; 

They laugh at me with childish glee 
For being "quite so small". 


"Where did you get that daffodil?" 
"'Twas in the flower bed. 

That's where I got it. Right you are." 
They sadly shake their head. 

Their countenance will brighten then, 
"Let's put it in a jar!" 

For it will bloom a few days more; 

We'll not its beauty mar!" 


They ask a lot of questions too 

Of how? and when? and why? 

It takes a pile of answers just 

As high as the blue sky. 

They want a lot of stories told, 

And songs they want to sing, 

About those heav'nly mansions bright 
And golden bells that ring. 


(continued on next page) 
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These happy little sunbeams bring 

Us lots of pleasant cheer 

Oh, all too soon they will be grown 

So swiftly fly the years. 

Some day these little sunbeams, yes 
Indeed they will be grown. 

Then we'll look back and then we'll see 
Their childhood days have flown. 


I Corinthians 14:20 "...in malice be ye 
children, but in understanding be men." 


JULY 26 


THE MIND, THE HEART, AND SOUL 


We are composed of diff'rent parts, 
The mind, the soul, and then the heart. 
The mind controls each deed and thought, 
Decides to do or not, as ought. 
Regard your thoughts, discern to see 
From whence they come to dwell with thee. 
The thoughts you nourish, deeds become; 
For thoughts and deeds blend into one. 
The heart then feels the joy of gain, 
Or shame, remorse, the loss, and pain. 
The soul ascends to judgement throne 
To bear the record that you own. 
It cannot lend nor buy nor steal— 
But all of you it shall reveal. 


Matthew 10:28 "And fear not them which kill 
the body, but are not able to kill the soul..." 


249 


a MAJESTY 
She's eager to get started, 
For the harness, prances round. 
You'd think more keen a roader 
Has never yet been found. 
If she is not the first one out 
She paws the floor and snorts, 
If others leave without her, 
She's grossly out of sorts. 


She's good as gold for hitching, 
Starts eager out the lane, 
And quite alright for short runs 
That soon wend home again. 
But as the miles stretch onward 
She dawdles clumsy on 
And wonders if it's days or weeks 
This time we will be gone. 


She is a downright coward 
When sharing pen with June, 
For June is Queen of Castle, 
All horses learn right soon. 
But Majesty's a tyrant 
With any other mare; 
She'll crowd and bite and clobber... 
No mercy anywhere. 


It seems of human nature, 
She got a hefty dose. 
She wants some room for elbows, 
Yet needs the others close. 
A lesson she is teaching, 
As far as I can see 
I'll learn from her bad habits 
She will not learn from me. 


Matthew 23:28 "Even so ye also outwardly 
appear righteous unto men, but within ye 
are full of hypocrisy and iniquity." 
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JULY 28 


EVENING SOLACE 


Why should I be discouraged 
When daylight fades away? 

Is Christ not still my Guidance 
By night as well as day? 


Perchance I haven't done all 
The things I strove to do, 

Perhaps my dreams were shattered 
And plans have gone askew. 


And in a breath of weakness 
I've slipped and fallen down, 
It seems I am a loser, 
I'll ne'er attain the Crown. 


Christ came to help the needy, 
The poor, the blind, and weak. 
The well need no physician, 

The found need none to seek. 


Let this still be my solace 
When evening shadows fall, 

Christ hears my feeble pleadings, 
He is my Lord, my all. 


Psalm 73:1 "Truly God is good to Israel, 
even to such as are of a clean heart." 
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JULY 29 


LIKE PETER 


Poor Peter thought he had the might 
To stand for Jesus in that night, 

But in that awful midnight hour 
His strength collapsed, he had no pow'r. 


He thrice denied he even knew 

His Lord. Behold, the cock then crew. 
Alas! How bitter were his tears; 

His master's words rang in his ears. 


O Peter, how I feel for you. 
I strive for right, just like you do, 
But often times I, too, must see 
I'm not what I would long to be. 


Then how my heart is filled with woe; 
Then tears of sorrow thickly flow. 

But God be praised, forgiveness lives, 
Repentant sinners Jesus saves. 


So I will strive again anew 
To do as I am taught to do. 

And if I fall I'll try again, 
With God's help be a better man. 


Romans 7:21 "...when I would do good, evil 
is present with me." 
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PRAYER FOR MINISTRY eae 
Dear Lord, guide Thou the ministry 
As hitherto You've done, 
And help them in Gelassenheit 
To carry on, each one. 


The ministry is gathered there 
As they have done before, 

To see if peace and unity 
Is what we have implored. 


Amongst this stumbling human race, 
Is Godliness our aim? 

Or eye for eye, and tooth for tooth, 
Vile words beget the same? 


As they rehash the council's voice 
Let wisdom be their guide, 

And for the better of the church 
Help them in peace decide. 


The weaker vessels strengthen Thou— 
The froward, soften down; 

Thou knowest what is needful, so 
Help each attain the crown. 


We're thankful that our ministers 
Still speak in love and truth, 

So let us heed their message of 
Instruction and reproof. 


And if it's me, a stumbling block, 
Or brother, if it's you, 

Let's put away these hindrances 
And try again anew. 


Then when tonight at set of sun 
The ministry wends home, 

God grant to all a sweet release, 
They've done the best they've known. 
Romans 13:6 “ ..for they “are God's 

ministers..." 
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JULY 31 


MUCH 


Much to be thankful for 
Much work to do, 

Thankful for parents 
Who taught us the truth, 

Thankful for heritage 
Passed on to us; 

Most for the blood of Christ 
Shed on the cross. 


Work for our children's sake, 
Teaching them right, 

Words and examples blend, 
Point to the Light. 

All other work we do 
Fades fast away, 

But our dear children's souls 
Never decay. 


Thankful for brethren dear 
When hearts are one, 

Lord may each moment yet 
Thy will be done. 

Much to be thankful for, 
Much work to do; 

Fast fly the fleeting years, 
Soon, "World Adieu". 


Ephesians 5:20 "Giving thanks always for all 
things unto God and the Father in the name 
of our Lord Jesus Christ." 
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AUGUST 


THE STORM AND THE SWEAT 


The rivers of straw flow over the hill 

Like a seaway of hope toward Happiness Ville. 

The hazy horizons are pressing us down; 

Our shirts like wet dishcloths our shoulders surround. 
We labour like slaves though our bodies would drop— 
The heat is oppressive yet dare we not stop. 

Go on! Ever on! We must never delay! 

For cloud banks are building and storms cannot stay! 
They will be unleashed at the Master's command, 

To drench cool relief o'er a hot choking land. 

Bale on! Ever on! For the storm will not stay! 

The masses loom closer, e'en threath'ning the day— 
The CRACK! and the FLASH! like whips make us run 
Though weary our bodies and aching our lungs. 

Bale on! Ever on! For the storm cannot stay! 

Lo! Rogue drops of water now over us stray. 
Quick! Dash for the farmstead! The rest all must wait! 
Push loads under shed roofs before it's too late! 

The wind now increases to threatening wail; 

The boiling black clouds spit out water and hail. 
Quick! Get that last load ere the wall of white comes! 
And then—on the tin roof—a thousand wild drums! 
Relax! Let the weather its fury unfold. 

The roof spills in buckets what gutters can't hold. 
We're thankful for all of the straw that we got. 

This rain pushed the corn and the grass fields a lot. 
Then all through next winter our cows we will bed, 
And scarce e'en remember the storm and the sweat. 
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The Israelitish army great 
In terror lay encamped; 

The Philistine, Goliath bold 
In mocking challenge stamped. 


For forty days and endless nights 
With tauntings he did goad, 

While confident and challenging 
The valley's length he strode. 


How dreadful was poor Israel's plight— 
Where was a man to thrust 

That bragging heathen's armour thru 
And lay him in the dust? 


A sprightly chap with shepherd's staff 
Now hailed to Israel's camp 

To find how fared his brethren in 
The valley cool and damp. 


The fearful faces of the men 
Aroused this curious youth. 

"Why thus your fallen countenance? 
Lie not, but speak the truth." 


"That hulking monster torments us 
And challenges a fight, 

But none of us within our camp 
Can match his brutish might." 


The shepherd boy besought the king. 
"I'll fight the heathen mad." 

To Saul this was pure foolishness, 
"Be off! You're just a lad." 


But David's faith betides him well, 
He would not be deferred, 

"In God I trust, O noble king! 
From bears He's spared my herd." 


(continued on next page) 
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At last the king, relenting, gave 
His armour to the lad. 

But David found it cumbersome 
To be with iron clad. 


He laid all earthly help aside 
And hastened to the brook. 

With eager grasp of trusting hand 
Five fitting stones he took. 


All eyes now watched in wonderment 
This mismatched fight unfold— 

The shepherd boy with sling and stone 
'Gainst seasoned warrior bold. 


Goliath scoffed, "Am I a dog? 
You'd chase me with a stick? 

Come here! I'll cut you into twain— 
Step up now! Smart and quick!" 


"You come to me with shield and spear," 


The shepherd boy replied, 
"I come with the Lord God of hosts. 
Your spear your flesh divides." 


For God can chart a far-flung stone 
And guide its whistling flight. 

It struck the giant's forehead bare; 
Collapsed his haughty might. 


Now David ran and drew the sword 


The heathen trusted in, 
And as he promised that he would... 


Decapitated him. 


Now up! The startled Israelites 


With courage to pursue, 
They scattered Philistines abroad 


And many of them slew. 
(continued on next page) 
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O fearful Christians of today 
Some inspiration take— 

Shake off those haunting fears, and trust 
That God makes no mistakes. 


Why cringe in fear thru endless nights 
At Satan's mocking taunts? 

Go fling that stone in trust and faith 
And know no lack or want. 


I Samuel 17:50 "So David prevailed over the 
Philistine with a sling and with a stone..." 


AUGUST 2 
FAITH'S FEEBLE FLAME 


This feeble spark of faith I have, 
Potential has my soul to save. 

'Twill flare into a flick'ring flame 
If based on Jesus' holy name. 


This faltering flame must be nurtured 
By reading of God's blessed Word. 

Now fanned by God's own promises 
And fed by works of righteousness, 


The flame of faith grows strong and bright 
Believing Jesus is the Light; 

Accepting Him, the Only Way, 
The Power, Truth, the Star of Day. 


The flame of faith, now pure and free, 
Reflections in God's Light we see 

Defying darkness of the night 
To burst into Salvation's Light. 
Mark 9:24 i» wos0rayed welleve; Wieipy thou 
mine unbelief." 
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AUGUST 3 


CALL ME 


When you feel that nobody cares what you think— 
Call me; 
I promise to listen to you. 


When you don't feel like listening to anybody— 
Call me; 
I promise to be very quiet. 


When you feel like running away— 
Call me; 
I may not try to stop you, 
But I might run with you. 


When you feel nobody prays for you— 
Call me; 
And I will pray. 


When you feel the cares of life 
Are pressing too hard upon you— 
Call me; 
I will share your cares. 


When you feel nobody listens to your joys— 
Call me; 
I will be joyful with you. 


When you feel all mixed up inside— 
Call me; 
I will try to help you sort your feelings. 
Galatians 6:2 "Bear ye  one_ onother's 


burdens..." 
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AUGUST 4 
INCREASE MY FAITH 


Sometimes I cannot understand 
Why life must treat me so. 

From fearful clouds on ev'ry hand 
The blustery winds do blow. 


They seek to seize my fragile craft 
And crash it on the shore. 

The cruel waves before and aft 
Emit a threat'ning roar. 


I know not why at times like this 
My faith grows weak and small, 
Until I wonder if it is 
Of any use at all 


To keep on striving for the right. 
Or if 'twould better be 

To plunge my capsized boat through nights 
Of endless misery. 


But never thoughts like these must stay, 
I know it full and well; 

E'en though my Lord seems far away 
And angry billows swell. 


So help me, Lord, to live my life, 
And live it just for Thee. 

Increase my faith to take the strife 
And give my all to Thee. 


Mark 11:22 "Have faith in God." 
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AUGUST 
REMEMBER THE CRICKET 


We wake in the morning 

to a symphony sweet, 
A chorus of robins 

the sunlight will greet. 
The song sparrow, goldfinch, 

and meadowlark gay, 
Make pleasant the hours 

of a long summer day. 
From morn until sunset 

to birdsong I'll hark, 
But little black cricket 

sings alone in the dark. 


The bright-coloured birdlings 
in their special way 
All vie for attention 
at work or at play. 
That's how God intended 
for each little bird, 
To brighten creation— 
be seen and be heard. 
At sunset the birdsongs 
are all shut up tight, 
But lovely black cricket 
sings on in the night. 


Some folks seem important 

with stations in life— 
They help many others, 

with grief, pain, and strife. 
While others, unnoticed, 

though faithful and right 
Are happy, like crickets, 

to sing in the night. 
Fret not if in hist'ry 

you make no great mark, 
Remember the crickets 

who sing in the dark! 


Ecclesiastes 4:6 "Better is an handful with 
quietness, than both the hands full with 
travail and vexation of spirit." 
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AUGUST 6 
IN FAITH, NOT FEAR 


Sometimes the way that I would go, 
Seems closed by firey fright and woe. 
So I shrink back in faithless fear— 
"I cannot go for reasons clear." 

So, undecided, here I stay 

Because I cannot see the way. 

I make excuses and I faint 

Because I fear I might feel pain. 
Where is my faith? Why trembling stand? 
Do I not trust God's loving hand? 
Did He not promise "step-by-step"? 
Why can't I this in faith accept? 

But no! I shudder at a change, 

I fear to think of something strange. 
By sight I'll go. My eyes I'll trust. 
I know the way. Why all this fuss? 


"My child!" a whisper soft and low, 

"What do you see? How do you know? 
Who gave you life that you could live? 
Who has the pow'r to sins forgive? 

The bridge you asked that I would build— 
You're not yet there—You're standing still! 
In faith, by steps, one at a time, 

That is the way that you must climb. 

Take up your cross; lay down your fears; 
Step out in faith to face the years. 

Where faith begins, and worry ends, 

That is the place I help you, friend. 

So trust in Me, and then obey, 

And follow Me—I know the way. 

No night so dark I cannot see, 

So trust, obey, and follow Me." 


I John 5:4 "...and this is the victory that 
overcometh the world, even our faith." 
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AUGUST 7 
A CHANGE OF HATS 


"Tis hard to know from day to day 
Which next profession comes my way. 

A dozen jobs a man must do 
Without a fuss or great ado. 


Alarm clock rings, and soon I am 
A sluggish, waking, yawning man. 

My groggy eyes, oft fain would keep 
My body wrapped in slumber sweet. 


A battered hat and dirty shoes, 
And dusty pants I often choose. 
These are my all-time favourite, 
A farmer, morning, noon, and night. 


Sometimes a horse will lose a shoe, 
A farrier I become then, too. 

When Andrew cut his right hand thumb 
A paramedic I'd become. 


A country vet, (though homemade one) 
With Borgal, L-S, here I come, 

A stomach tube and stethoscope— 
To sickly calves I bring new hope. 


With lunchpail, briefcase, Sunday pants: 
The "Tester Man" I am, perchance... 

Some pupils love them, some are scared, 
Some wish I wasn't thus prepared. 


Regardless of the clothes I wear, 

Some things don't change. The soul I bear, 
That Jesus loves me as I am, 

And paid Salvation for each man. 


Colossians 3:17 “And whatsoever you do in 
word or deed, do all in the name of the Lord 
JESUS 00% 
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AUGUST 8 
BY SONGS, WE KNOW 


I heard a bird song on the air, 
'Twas soft and sweet, exceeding fair. 
A song I'd often heard before, 
But somehow, this, my heart touched more. 


And by the song that I'd just heard, 
I knew it was a friendly bird. 

It wouldn't do us any harm, 
But sang all summer on our farm. 


I heard a boistrous, raspy, "Caw!" 
And was dismayed by what I saw. 

A rowdy band of thieving crows 
Were robbing nests of other folk. 


So by birds’ songs we know who's who, 
And what, most likely, they're up to: 

A bird that's soft, and fair, and good, 
Or one that plunders for its food. 


So like a bird, a man is known 
By songs he sings, abroad, at home. 
Of Jesus, cross, and self-deny, 
Yet long for heaven by and by. 


For grace to bear the given load, 
For strength to tread the thorny road. 
These are the songs a Christian sings, 
Oh great the cheer this singing brings. 


The fiendish throb of heathen songs, 
And "Tzink-a-Tzink" draw shallow throngs 
Who always crave a little more 
To fill the hollow, stark and sore. 


So by their songs can men be known, 
As here we travel to and fro. 

Each Master has the songs he loves, 
Of hell below, or Heav'n above. 


Psalm 68:4 "Sing unto God, sing praises 
to his name..." 
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AUGUST 
A BETTER WAY 


I travelled through a desert drear, 
'Twas fearful, vast and stark; 

'Twas plain that Jesus wasn't there, 
That place too cold and dark. 


'Twas haunted by the What-If tribe 
And ruled by King What Then? 

They are a restless, ruthless band 
Of rude, aggressive men. 


I wasn't sure what happened that 
I landed in this place... 
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Perchance got side tracked by life's cares, 


Forgot to seek God's grace. 


I looked around but couldn't find 
A way of safe escape, 

For clever men from What-If band 
Had barred each path and gate. 


I worried sore of how I'd come 
To live in such a place, 

But soon I found a greater need 
To search for saving grace. 


Tho' all around was strictly barred, 
Escape, not left, nor right. 

But on my knees I lifted up 
My eyes, and saw the Light. 


With joy I prayed, for that's the way, 
Not closed by cruel What Then? 

Then God reached down and put my feet 
On Better Way again. 
Psalm 16:1 "Preserve me, O God: for in 
thee do I put my trust." 
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AUGUST 10 ACTIONS 

With glitter and glamour, 
With glitz and with gold, 

Its fragrance alluring, 
Its countenance bold; 

Come in from the heat, and 
Come out of the cold, 

You ought to be pampered, 
Your beauty behold. 

The world flounces countless 

attractions. 


With merriment, music, 
Mysteries and more, 

There's theaters, saunas, 
And pubs furthermore, 

Look here and look yonder 
And what's past that door? 

There're teasing enticements, 
Allurements galore. 

The world and its fatal 

distractions. 


Come a little, come lilting, 
It's not all that bad, 

A half-heart will do you— 
Cries modern day fad. 

Oh, come compromising, 
Don't be like your dad. 

Forget about crosses, 
There's grace to be had. 

But these are all half true 

contractions. 


Come pray for the straying, 
And work while you can, 
A true-hearted Christian's 
A diligent man. 
(continued on next page) 
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So take up your cross, 'Tis 
The Saviour's command; 
His grace is sufficient, 
But do what you can. 
True faith is a Christian 
in action. 
I John 2:15 "Love not the world, neither 
the things that are in the world..." 


ONCE, IT WAS YOU ee tat 


Be tender with the young in life, 
Compassionate with old, 

For who has greater need of this 
In life, than young and old? 


Be sympathetic with the ones 
Who strive to keep a hold; 

For is there nobler aim in life 
Than strive to reach the goal? 


And of the weak be tolerant 
When they have fallen down, 

And pray for them and lift them up 
And help them reach the Crown. 


Those that are wrong, admonish soft 
Lest bitter words ensue. 

Remember that he is a man 
As good and bad as you. 


Because sometime throughout your life 


These very things you've been: 
Once young, soon old, once weak, once wrong 


And often striving, seen. 


I Corinthians 10:13 "There hath no 
temptation taken you but such as is common 


to man." 
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AUGUST 12 
WEDDING PRAYER 


The birds are singing, skies are blue, 
The world seems to rejoice with you; 


For is not this the very day 
That you for seasons now have prayed? 


God grant you many sunny hours 
With rain enough to grow the flowers. 


Each morn ask strength from Heaven's throne 
Each night cast out what weeds have grown. 


Each marriage should have people three, 
The man, the wife, the Lord, you see, 


The closer wife and husband grow, 
The richer can God's blessings flow. 


Each for the other, both for God, 
Together now in faith should trod. 


Together toiling day by day, 
Together kneeling down to pray. 


Do not keep track of second miles, 
But gladly go with loving smiles, 


Till death shall rend, be one in heart, 
And meet in Heaven, ne'er to part. 


I Corinthians 11:11 "Nevertheless neither 
is the man without the woman, neither the 
woman without the man, in the Lord." 
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NOTHING NEW BUGUS OA 
With all the books upon the earth 
There's nothing left to write 
That hasn't hit the pages yet, 
Of that I'm certain quite. 


Reporters scrounge afar and wide, 
Each gripping saga seize, 

But each one soon is quite forgot 
When new ones hit the screens. 


The media makes money for 
Explicit tales they tell. 

They know that weird, unusual ones 
Are those that sell quite well. 


Yet I come not with new and wild 
And wonderful wrote tales, 

But from the humdrum daily life 
Some precious gems I've saved. 


I've tried to pass them on to you, 
Some lessons found in life, 

And wrote confessions of my falls, 
When things turned out not right. 


But most of all I've tried to point 
That Jesus is the Way, 

The Truth, and Life, so ev'ryone 
Can come to Him each day. 


Two thousand years or even more, 
This story's been retold, 

And yet for all years since that passed, 
'Twas longer yet foretold. 


Two thousand years, and yet it's new; 
It's never lost its shine, 
The greatest story ever told 
Upon the shores of time. 
John 6:45 "...and they shall be all taught 


of God." 
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AUGUST 14 
BE STILL, FOR I AM GOD 


Oh, the wind increased its blowing 
from a whistle to a scream, 

And the sky was such a colour 
like I ne'er before had seen; 

The soil and leaves and twigs began 
'round to scuttle and to blow 

Till it lathered up a cloud just 
like a winter blizzard's snow. 

It soon ripped a lot of shingles 
from the roof of Ronnie's house, 

And the gable end of neighbour's 
shed collapsed like a trap on mouse. 

Oh, it seemed a sign from Heaven 
saying, "Tillers of the sod, 

Who think ye that you really are? 
oh, be still, for I AM GOD." 

Bits of debris, leaves and branches 
lay about where'er we peaked, 

Soon the phone lines were afluster 
"bout the havoc that was wreaked; 

Seems from here on north and westward 
were the stories even worse. 

Many trees were down, and powerlines, 
where storm had taken course. 

Often times we think we're someone, 
like to show what we can do, 

But a storm brings to perspective 
just how puny me and you. 

Seems it's like a sign from Heaven, 
saying, "Men of dirt and sod, 

Settle down, and see your limits, 
then be still, for I AM GOD." 


Psalm 46:10 "Be still, and know that I 
am God." 
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AUGUST 15 
PRESERVING 


People often can their veggies, 

Likewise fruit, and also meat, 
That in other times and seasons 
They have food enough to eat. 


Well we know these luscious gardens 
Soon will stark and barren be. 
Who preserves his food in summer 
Shall in winter well be fed. 


Likewise wood and hay are gathered 
While the summer sun shines bright; 
Feed for beasts and warmth for humans 
On a chilly winter's night. 


But we know not when we harvest 
If we'll live to use it up, 
But if not, then those behind us 
Will be glad for what was done. 


So our kind and loving Father 
Has preserved His Word through time, 
Calls to ev'ry needy sinner: 
Without money, freely dine. 


How depressing in these ages, 
Had not Christ died and arose, 
Had not paid for us Salvation, 
For one minute, just suppose. 


But He did! His love preserved us! 
Full Salvation on the tree 
For the faithful souls, preserved a 
Mansion there, from all pain free. 
Jude 1:1 "...to them that are sanctified by 
God the Father, and preserved in Jesus 
Chyisices | 
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AUGUST 16 


TO MAKE A MAN 


The little chicken chipped a hole 
Into the brittle shell, 
Then wriggled round and chipped away 
Until—apart it fell. 
Chick dries into a ball of fluff, 
The cutest of the cute. 
By fall she'll be a full-sized hen, 
Lays eggs for our food. 
But it takes a lifetime to make a man. 


It takes a calf two years or so 
To grow into a cow... 
She looks the same as yesterday, 
Next month about like now. 
She needs to drink a lot of milk 
And by and by eats hay. 
A marvel of creation, how 
She grows some ev'ry day. 
But it takes a lifetime to make a man. 


A lad by eighteen years or so 
Has reached his stature's height, 

A lifetime of experiences 
Will make a man, alright. 

How he responds to what life brings 
Shows what a man is he; 

Blest is the man who faithful stays 
To Christ, upon life's sea. 

It takes a lifetime to make a man. 


I Corinthians 13:11 "...but when I became 
a man, I put away childish things." 
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AUGUST 17 


I THOUGHT I LOVED THE RAINBOW 


I thought I loved the rainbow 

As it crowned the rain-soaked land. 
Its radiant hues 
Sweet charm diffuse 

Which only rainbows can. 


I thought I loved the rainbow 
As it dried my dripping shirt. 
The rain had stopped 
The harvest job, 
And washed away the dirt. 


I thought I loved the rainbow 
But I loved it better still 

When stormy blast 

Had ceased, and cast 
Away my selfish will. 


I thought I loved the rainbow 
As it healed my storm-torn soul. 
A touch of love 
From God above 
Can make me fully whole. 


In Heaven is a rainbow 
Like was never seen before, 
Where ransomed souls 
While ages roll 
Will learn to love it more. 


I John 4:11 "Beloved, if God so loved us, 
we ought also to love one another." 
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Le 
adhe A WOODEN PRANK 
She said that she could do without— 
I know she meant it well, 
She knew our money didn't flow 
From overflowing well. 


For six long years she did without, 
She said we can't afford 

To put a cabinet o'er the sink 
Inside the kitchen door. 


But by and by I realized 
The girls were growing up; 

They needed room to put their things 
Like pins and combs and such. 


So one day I a notion took 
When Better Half was gone, 

I measured up that little sink 
And plans began to spawn. 


There is a place not far away 
Where cabinetry is made. 

So one day I just "happened" in 
When Wife at home had stayed. 


Then one day six months down the road 
The phone for me did ring; 

My friend had problems with a goat, 
Or some such sort of thing. 


What Mother didn't realize, 
Of that I'm certain quite... 
That still another message passed, 
For I just said, "All right". 


I'll bring it home another day— 


Can't wait to see her face, 
(continued on next page) 
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For deep inside her mother-heart 
She longed for that there space. 


One day while up in Listowel, 
I stain and varnish bought 
But kept it hidden in the shed 
For fear of getting caught. 


This cannot compensate for all 
The times I've fallen short, 
But just a little thank you gift 
For love and her support. 


Proverbs 31:10 "Who can find a _ virtuous 
women? for her price is far above rubies." 


SWEET PEAS Beet 19 
If you see you within this book 
And then it is perchance 
That you and I are sort of like 
A pair of sweet pea plants. 


At first glance they're identical 
Most ev'ry sort of way, 

But if you take a good long look 
There's differences, I'd say. 


A diff'rent shade of blossom here, 
A branch with diff'rent twist, 
They're individuals that have 
A lot of likenesses. 


So if you feel that I have penned 
With strictly you in mind, 

Then please remember, you and I 
Are both the human kind. 


A different shade of character, 
A life with diff'rent twist, 
We're individuals that have 
A lot of likenesses. 
Romans 3:10 "...There is none righteous, 


no not one." 
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AUGUST 20 


JESUS CAN HELP YOU 


When now seems the limits 
Of what you can bear, 

And next day looks likewise 
With sorrow and care... 

Then prayer is most needful 
For it will help you 

To make your decisions 
And carry you through. 


When nothing seems changing, 
Conditions keep on, 

And the lumps in your throat 
Refuse to go down, 

When endless each night seems, 
And dreary each morn, 

This testing is grievous 
And sore to be borne; 


Then we need to focus 
On something far off, 
'Twill ease this here pressure, 
Bear spirits aloft. 
For Heaven is waiting 
For all faithful souls, 
And Jesus can help you 
To reach that fair goal. 


Matthew 7:8 "For every one that asketh 
receiveth..." 
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NO LONE POST coo 


In barns there are timbers of various length, 

Of various purpose, and various strength. 
They're tennoned and morticed by skilled crafts — 
man's hand, 

Together their strength can the windstorms 
withstand. 


There's purlins and braces, and small hardwood 
pegs, 

Scarce noticed, yet needed, for here lies the 
strength. 

The tennons and mortice by pegs must be bound 

Lest first of the windstorms would blow the barn 
down. 


Each lap of the siding, each screw in the roof 
Have all got a purpose; not one stands aloof. 
No post is so sturdy and splendid and bold— 
Alone, he no tempest or stormwinds withholds. 


Perhaps there's a lesson to learn from the barn, 

We all need each other to keep us from harm. 

There's safety in numbers of councillors true, 

And need for the prayers said for me and for 
you. 


No man is so perfect, so righteous, full blown, 
But he will collapse if he's standing alone. 

For Satan can conquer a man standing lone, 
Without other's prayers he is soon overthrown. 


Take heart, fellow pilgrim, and pray day and 
night, 
For prayer is the power that breaks Satan's might. 
You might feel unnoticed, like pegs in the barn, 
But yours are the prayers that can save all 
from harm. 


Romans 12:5 "So we, being many, are one 
body in Christ, and every one members one 
of another." 
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AUGUST 22 


THOUGHTS ON THE RESURRECTION 


Christ could have there arose 
With stone still sealed in place, 

Were reason then the cry, 
"They stole him from this place." 


'Twas better far that God 
An angel there did send, 
So even feeble folk 
Could see and comprehend. 


That neatly folded cloth, 

No thieves would take the time. 
No angel would be there 

With face, a holy shine. 


If Christ had not arose 
But stayed dead in the tomb, 

He never could have helped 
This dark world filled with gloom. 


Dead bodies have no use, 
No help to anyone, 

So therefore Christ arose 
To help us, ev'ryone. 


John 20:7 "And the napkin, that was about 
his head, not lying with the linen clothes, 
but wrapped together in a place by itself." 
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AUGUST 23 


ONE MORE REASON 


If Satan would have known 
What he had really done 

He'd never have arranged 
To kill God's only Son. 

In fact, he played a part 
Salvation to fulfill 

And sealed his wretched fate 
Where fire never stills. 


And that's one reason more 
Why I believe in Christ, 
No other could be found 
To pay redemption's price. 
There's one Almighty God 
Whom we both trust and fear, 
And if we're close to Him 
Then Satan can't come near. 


Don't underestimate 
The devil's wily powers; 
Don't underestimate 
The need for prayerful hours. 
Each day you'll surely find 
Another reason why 
We need to love and trust 
Our God who lives on high. 


I John 4:1 "|,.Believe not every spirit, 
but try the spirits whether they are of God. 
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AUGUST 24 
MYSTERIES 


How did the soldiers know 
That Christ had said He'll rise, 
While His disciples groped 

With fearful, darkened eyes? 


Was it because the men, 
Who loved the Saviour dear, 

Were shocked, for they had thought 
He'd raise a kingdom here? 


Was this so they could share 
More full, the Saviour's pain, 

And greater feel the joy 
When He arose again? 


What did the captain do, 
Who realized too late, 

This was the Son of God 
They slew outside the gate? 


What did the soldiers want 
With prisoners' cast off garb? 

Is that what soldiers wore? 
Was that not social barb? 


Or were those clothes then sold 
Some extra cash to gain? 

Or was this just a part 
Of execution game? 


Was this just to fulfill 
The prophesies foretold, 

To prove to human race 
Salvation's work unfold? 


The burial and the rise 


Of God's beloved Son 


(continued on next page) 
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The more we ponder here, 
The more we've just begun. 


We need not Know them all, 
These myst'ries of God's love, 
But faithful journey here 

To meet Him up above. 


Luke 8:10 "And he said, Unto you it is 
given to know the mysteries of the kingdom 
oF God...” 


AUGUST 25 
KIND WORDS 


Kind words we say 
And prayers we pray 
On wings of love will fly away. 


On bird-like wings 
These little things 
Will cause another heart to sing. 


They'll ricochet 
From day to day 
And cheer some others on their way... 


Like butterfly 
That flounces by 
Will cheer the toiling gard'ner's eye... 


Like ev'ning breeze 
On restful seas 
That puts the sailor's heart at ease. 


We cannot know 

Where breezes blow 

Or where will end this kindly flow. 
Psalm 39:1 "...I will take heed to my ways, 
that I sin not with my tongue..." 
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AUGUST 26 
THE MISUNDERSTOOD GOAT 


They claim he'll eat thistles 
And tin cans and bricks, 

They claim he's a scoundrel 
With a thousand bad tricks. 


He might even hang himself, 
Given the chance. 

Or steal your dear wallet 
Right out of your pants. 


He'd tear out your hair with 
A satisfied grin... 

There's simply no end to 
The trouble he's in. 


Now let me take sides with 
This much despised goat. 

He's surely inquisitive, 
That is no doubt. 


His eating's a sideline, 
A fussy one—he. 

But nibbles with wonder 
At all he can see. 


He'd stick his head over, 
Around, under, in. 

He's not suicidal, 
Just curious—that's him. 


Goats each have a character 
Just like you too. 

The reason men hate them? 
They make us to fools! 


They do what they can do, 
With all of their might, 


(continued on next page) 
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But don't sit and pout if 
It didn't go right. 


So let's take a lesson 
From these lowly goats— 

If life is a river, 
Then paddle your boat. 


Hebrews 13:5 "...and be content with such 
things as ye have..." 


AUGUST 27 
LESSON FROM THE SCHOOLHOUSE 


A hundred twenty years has stood 
That schoolhouse, made of bricks and wood; 
Yet countless more, the children fair 
Who studied lessons inside there. 
The birth and death of many a man 
Was there announced by childish clan. 
That schoolhouse too, once new and gay, 
But birth and death will have their way. 


No works of man, tho! strong and fine, 
Will always stand on shores of time. 

There's rise and fall of ev'rything 
Except for Christ our Risen King. 

E'en tho' the world condemned Him, dead. 
Death couldn't hold Him, thus God said. 

So tho' we mourn the tumbling brick, 
The shingles torn, the footings thick. 

Let's not forget the lessons taught 
And live for Jesus as we ought. 


For hidden in our bosom lies 
A soul immortal, not to die. 

So if that school's to memories stowed, 
Because time on relentless strode, 

The Truth that's in a child instilled 
Will never die tho' all else stilled. 
Proverbs 22:6 "...and when he is old, he 
will not depart from it." 
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AUGUST 28 


GOD CAN 


If God can place a million stars 
By saying "It is so", 

If He can wax and wane the moon 
To full or quarter glow; 


If God can grow from tiny seeds 
The maple and the ash, 

And rend the mighty mountainside 
To make a canyon gash; 


If God can place within each seed 
The law of root and leaf, 

And cause the shoot to form a head, 
To be a fruitful sheaf; 


If God can form each drifting flake 
Unique and so precise, 

And halt the rushing river's flow 
By turning it to ice; 


If God can make a moon eclipse, 
And likewise so the sun, 

In such extreme precision they 
Have orbits where they run— 


Then God can surely hear my prayer, 
Tho' silent inward groan, 

Which I in simple trusting faith 
Release before His throne. 


Romans 8:26 "...but the Spirit itself maketh 
intercession for us..." 
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AUGUST 29 
TRUST, RESPECT, AND COMPASSION 


Trust in something that is needful 
In the business world, and home; 

Or the cogs of human nature 
Start to skip and grate and groan. 


I must prove myself trustworthy 
To the ones I meet each day, 

And believe in them, and trust them; 
"Like begets his like", they say. 


Keep respect for their opinions 
Tho' they're diff'rent far from mine... 
Act respectful in their presence, 

Keep our comfort zones in line... 


Show respect to my superiors, 
Keep the same for those my size, 

And respect for those who follow 
Means more than we realize. 


Have compassion for their failures, 
For they oft have this with mine, 

Show compassion when they're weary, 
Give their eyes a brighter shine. 


Some are hurting, broken, downcast, 
Sometimes things just don't go right. 

If there's someone proud or boastful 
May I be compassionate. 


These my goals, are high and lofty, 
And some days, I fail them far, 
Yet my Saviour's here to help me, 
He still loves us as we are. 
I Corinthians 12:26 "And whether’ one 
member suffer, all the members suffer with 
Tite 


255 


AUGUST 30 


INSURANCE CLAIM 
There is a story floating round 
Among the Strange But True, 
A thirty thousand dollar truck 
Is not a good canoe. 


The man who bought this brand new truck 
Decides to celebrate. 

He went ice fishing with his friends, 
His hunting dog he takes. 


They drove out on a frozen lake 
To try to catch their fish. 

"We'll make a hole the easy way 
My friend, now just watch this." 


He took a stick of dynamite. 
'Twas legal? Not a chance! 

He lit it up and threw it far 
To watch the ice chips prance. 


He'd not accounted for his dog, 
Retriever blood was he. 

He fetched that stick of dynamite 
As quick as one-two-three! 


Like every well-trained hunting dog, 
This trophy must be brought 

Right up to his dear master's feet 
And right away be dropped. 
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They took their guns, shot at the dog! 
For this could never be... 

This wondrous, well-trained hunting dog 
Would bury them at sea! 


The dog sought safety where he could— 
Beneath the brand new truck. 

Whatever ailed these men today? 
The guns at him were stuck! 


What happened next, you're sure to guess. 
The dynamite blew up! 

The dog was non-existant now; 
The sea now owned the truck. 


No dog, no truck, no fishing gear, 
And far away from home. 

Insurance claims are never good 
For such a stunt, you know. 


Now all the pride the man had claimed 
Sank in the icy deep. 

Destruction surely follows pride, 
A law God plans to keep. 


Not always with such instant crash, 
Our pride turns into gloom. 

But in this life or afterward 
We'll reach our waiting doom. 


Proverbs 16:18 "Pride goeth ; before 
destruction, and an haughty spirit before 
a faliy’ 
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AUGUST 31 


PEACOCK 


His flashy, iridescent hues 
Change green to purple, back to blue. 
He'll spread his feathers in the spring, 
But proud and haughty? That's not him. 
When strangers come, he'll quit his strut 
Before you'd think they're close enough. 
He's shy and bashful, yet content 
About the colours he's been sent. 


But when you listen to him sing 
It makes your very eardrums ring. 
It's one outlandish, rasping squawk 
Quite like a steel wheel greased with chalk; 
His feathers balance out his call, 
We all have some good, none has all. 
There is no reason for dispute, 
About who's biggest, best, or cute. 


So be our talents lots or few, 
Let's use them for some good to do. 
Each one of us a soul unique, 
And yet a common goal we seek. 
So though our talents are not rare, 
Like peacock feathers, bright and fair, 
Remember, if they had the choice, 
Would peacocks choose a diff'rent voice? 


Philippians 4:11 ".,.for I have learned, 
in whatsoever state I am, therewith to be 
content." 
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SEPTEMBER 


SEPTEMBER MORNING 


Glorious morning so dazzling and new, 
Smiling in sunshine and sparkling with dew; 
Echoing yodels drift down from on high, 
Hundreds of honkers sail high in the sky. 


Dreamy-eyed Holsteins from wet meadows come 
Back to the barnyard where milking is done; 
Gay-coloured leaflets come fluttering down; 
Trees are resigning their bright golden crown. 


Glorious morning with hintings of frost; 

Green summer garments quite soon will be lost; 
Dark gloomy shadows are scattered away; 
Goldenrods blooming to welcome the day. 


Withered brown cornstalks play "shake in the breeze", 
Huge golden pumpkins are tickling their knees 
Glorious morning still misty and shy, 

Summer is over and winter is nigh. 


SEPTEMBER 1 
A TEACHER'S PRAYER 


Now into our hands, has the Lord for a time, 

Entrusted these children, so tender, sublime. 

So let us then teach them the path that is straight, 

E'er leading them on to the heavenly gate. 

Let's be good examples through sunshine and rain, 

And hope that we'll meet up in heaven again. 

Guide us, loving Father, in this pilgrimage. 

And when we are failing, do down to us reach. 

Our rock, only refuge, in Thee we do find 

Our guide, Master Teacher, so firm, true, and kind, 

Then let us be thankful for Thy loving care, 

And keep us, oh Father, from each tempting snare. 

Be Thou our guidepost through night and through 
day 

These lambs, Tender Shepherd, oh keep lest they 
stray. 

Yet we are not worthy Thy lambkins to feed, 

So help us, oh Father, and onward still lead. 

Teach us to be helpful, and thoughtful, and kind, 

To not run ahead, and nor yet lag behind. 

One day at a time may be far much to take, 

One moment is lots when our souls are at stake. 

Could we but remember Thy guidance to seek, 

Forgive us, Dear Father, for we are so weak. 

How oft in the nighttime, when other folks lie 

Asleep on their pillow, alas, we must cry, 

Oh Father in Heaven, let Thy will be done, 

And bless our dear children, yes each, one by one. 

Oh help us be better examples to them; 

Forbid not, oh Father, let us try again. 

Tomorrow may bring what? Who knowest but Thou? 

Let sweet wings of slumber drift down to us now. 

Help us, blessed Father, to try once again. 

Give peace, tender Shepherd, my heart says,"Amen" 

And then on our pillow again we recline; 

We're weak, loving Father—the power is Thine. 

(continued on next page) 


260 


How soon comes the morning so rosy and bright, 
Our hearts filled with gladness rejoice in the light, 
For eager-eyed children will then soon arrive, 
With willing hearts ever, they struggle and strive 
To please their frail teacher, but oh, help Thou me! 
I faint in the greatness of their trust in me. 
The happy times often outnumber the sad, 
Forgive them dear Father, they're not really bad, 
But filled up with mischief and energy too, 
So help us have patience through all that they do. 
Some day they'll be grown up, and then shall we see 
Perhaps fruits of labour, and trusting in Thee. 
Will they then look back over past childhood years, 
And see through the mem'ries the sunshine and tears? 
Will they then be able to see we had trust? 
Or will they see folly, deception, and rust? 
Oh Father in Heaven, oh please let it be, 
Thy form, blest Redeemer, reflected in me. 
And so let their childhood please ever more be 
A rare, precious bouquet of sweet memories. 
I fain, blessed Saviour, would now be at rest, 
Look down on Thy children, again each one bless. 
For soon comes the morning, a bright, brand 

new day. 
Take heed, mortal humans, lest it slip away 
With unthinking minutes to mar and betray 
That too little trust in our hearts here doth stay. 
God bless, loving brethren, we pray meet again. 
Take charge, Tender Shepherd—my heart says 


"Amen", 
Psalm 34:11 "Come, ye children, hearken 
unto me: I will teach you the fear of the 
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SEPTEMBER 2 


MY VALUES 


I'd write down a poem, but don't have the time, 
At six in the morning, alarm clock will chime. 
From then until bedtime, (and past, sometimes too) 
There's work that is pressing which I have to do. 


So never a moment of time do I spend 

To write a short poem or note to a friend. 

My mind is quite bogged with my own selfish needs, 
No time now for others; their cries I don't heed. 


The hurrying clock pounding 'way on the shelf 
Counts out time for others, leaves hardly for self. 
What scurrying, hurrying pathway is this? 
There's never a moment of leisurely bliss. 


I pause for a moment to catch me a breath, 

If this is my life, what then if comes death? 

What do I expect of someone in return? 

In vain for my true love must aching hearts yearn? 


Luke 14:33 "So likewise, whosoever he be 


of you that forsaketh not all that he hath, 
he cannot be my disciple." 


SEPTEMBER 3 


FORGIVE 


Of these times that now are past, 
All these scenes that we've been through, 
Though it pains our heart at last 
Not a deed can we undo, 
For there is no pow'r in heav'n 
That can bring a moment back. 
Let's forgive, let it lie, 
And start anew. 


See that every step you take, 
Watch that every deed you do 
Leads you to the narrow way; 
For that road will carry through. 
If you've wronged your neighbour dear 
In your earthly pilgrim way 
Then forgive e'en yourself 
And start anew. 


As you labour here below 
In the straight and narrow way 
Through your sorrow and your woe, 
Pray for guidance ev'ry day. 
When our Lord was here on earth, 
By example showed the way 
To forgive, let it lie, 
And start anew. 


Matthew 6:14 "For if ye forgive men their 
trespasses, your heavenly Father will also 
forgive you." 
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SEPTEMBER 4 
WHAT MATTERS MORE 


It matters not how high you climb, 
Nor yet how hard you fall; 

It matters not how deep the vale 
Or mountain tops how tall. 


How well you bounce will matter more, 
And keep on going strong; 

For life will give its share of tears, 
As well as mirth and song. 


It matters not how great or small 
The task before you lies, 

If all alone, or in a crowd, 

In front of other's eyes. 


It matters more how much you trust 
In God's Almighty Strength, 

For He will guide the pathway through 
No matter what the length. 


Your brother's burden may be great 
Or truly trifling small— 

It matters not. If there's a need 
And he doth on you call. 


It matters more how much you care 
And lend a list'ning ear. 

For burdens shared are cut in twain 
And friendship grows more dear. 


I John 3:16 "...and we ought to lay down 
our lives for the brethren." 


264 


SEPTEMBER 5 


THE WOMAN BEHIND THE MAN 


Some men are called to stand up and preach; 
Some men, their words afar will reach, 

Some men, in love the strays beseech, 
Some men when young are apt to teach. 

Let's not forget the woman behind the man. 


She's there at rising of the sun, 
She's there with love, to cheer him on, 
She prays for him while he is gone, 
With open arms, she welcomes home... 

This woman behind the man. 


When he feels down, then she will cheer, 
When he's alone, still she is near, 

When crowds forget, she still feels dear; 
She never thinks him odd or queer— 

This woman behind the man. 


When he is late, she will stay up, 
She warms the soup for him to sup; 
She will not let him e'er give up, 
She is the prop that holds him up. 
Too often we forget the woman behind the man. 


Pee Peter sis. 7 ".,, giving honour unto the 
Wifes...” 
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SEPTEMBER 6 
THE HAND OF DEATH 


The hand of death is oh, so swift 
There is no time our eyes to lift. 

Not time to say, "Dear Lord forgive, 
For Thee and only Thee I'll live." 
When death's cold hand is sudden lain 
There is no ling'ring on in pain. 

But only those who have can tell 

How parting hurts without farewell. 
Our God above makes no mistakes; 
The good Lord gives and also takes. 
He knows what's best for you and me, 
Although the end we may not see. 
The biggest clouds before our eyes 
Are often blessings in disguise. 

But God will never make us bear 

A burden that He will not share. 


Psalm 23:4 "Yea, though I walk through the 
valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no 
evil: for thou art with me; thy rod and thy 
staff they comfort me." 


SEPTEMBER 7 
THESE THREE 


Faith is the substance 

Of things not yet seen, 
Trusting the brown earth 

Will bring forth her green. 
It is believing 

The seeds that we sow, 
Blessed by the Father's 

Hand, surely will grow. 
Who has no faith has 

Got nothing. 


(continued on next page) 
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Hope is a pinprick 
Of glimmering light, 
Piercing the inky 
Black darkness of night; 
Coupled with faith, these 
Together can shine, 
Strengthening hearts, that 
Again we can climb. 
Who has no hope, has 
Got nothing. 


Charity, humble 

Not puffed up with pride, 
Living for others 

Who walk by her side. 
Loving her enemies, 

Whatever it takes; 
Suffering gladly 

For righteousness sake. 
Who has no love has 

Got nothing. 


Nothing to live for 
And nothing to gain, 
Merely a wretched 
Existence of pain; 
Always a loser 
With envy and strife, 
Hopelessly wand'ring 
All through this life. 
Hopelessly, hopelessly 
Nothing. 


I Corinthians 13:13 "And now abideth faith, 
hope, charity, these three; but the greatest 
of these is charity." 
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SEPTEMBER 8 
A WOMAN 


A woman is still a girl 

Tho' a few more years have flown, 
And she understands the struggles; 
It was not that long ago. 

There were fears of friends rejecting, 
As she sought to find herself, 

There were times she felt a boldness, 
Other times, a bashful self. 

She remembers well the struggles 
Which she wrestled with at night, 

As she sought to find assurance, 
What is virtue? What is right? 


Now those years gone by, well bide her, 
As she tries to help the next, 

Who, in younger years, is struggling, 
In a strait of two betwixt. 

For a woman knows the struggles 

Of the "be," and "want to be." 

She still has that selfsame struggle 
Through her life, as all can see. 

She remembers feeling awkward 

First confiding in a friend, 

But remembers feeling better, 

Glad she did it, in the end. 


As she now looks back on girlhood, 
There are things she'd like to change, 
There are moments she'd do diff'rent, 
If it hadn't been so strange. 

There's a Father up in heaven 
Everyone can look up to, 

He can help them to find courage 

To be virtuous, kind, and true. 

Yes, a woman still a girl is, 

Tho' a few more years have flown, 
And she still needs friends around her 
Who can help her with her load. 


Luke 1:38 "And Mary said, Behold the 
handmaid of the Lord..." 
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SEPTEMBER 9 


NEIGHBOURS 


"Neighbours" is a little word, 

It's letters into sounds obscured. 
They are a gift you give yourself 

By giving others of yourself. 

How would a body do without 

His neighbours when the cows are out? 
Or when you meet with grief and pain, 
Your neighbours help you out again. 
And when you're burdened down with care, 
Somehow, the neighbours all are there. 
So to you all I'll thanks extend 

For being such dear loving friends. 


Christ came, a neighbour, friend to be, 
He died for all on Calvary. 

He's one on whom we can depend 

He will remain our truest friend. 

So if we follow where He leads, 

We'll find the friendships that we need. 
Though human, we all sometimes fail 
To steer our boat where we should sail. 
Tho' oft I've failed, I'll try again 

To be your neighbour, and your friend. 
Yes, "Neighbours" is a little word, 

But without you, how dark my world. 


Proverbs 14:21 "He that despiseth his 
neighbour sinneth..." 
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SEPTEMBER 10 
REBECCA'S FAITH 


When Abraham his servant sent, 

A wife for Isaac sought, 

The servant prayed to God to hear; 
A miracle was wrought. 


His prayer had scarce escaped his lips 
Until his answer came. 

Rebecca's pitcher gave him drink, 

His camels all the same. 


She led the way to Laban's house 

To find a lodging there. 

They, fodder for the camels brought, 
And food for him prepared. 


The servant wouldn't eat until 

His purpose he made known. 

"Who can object? It comes from God." 
The words were Laban's own. 


The men agreed, yet murmured some, 
"Let her ten days abide, 

The girl needs some adjustment time 
To bid her friends goodbye." 


The servant longed to hasten back 
His mission to fulfill, 

To Keep his master Isaac, not 

In prayerful vigil still. 


It was agreed to ask the girl, 
'Tis she who shall decide— 

To leave her parents right away, 
Or ten more days abide. 


The girl made no great fearsome fuss 


About the great unknown. 
(continued on next page) 
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But—"I will go." O wondrous trust! 
Those precious words were sown. 


Let's stop and think. Just—"I will go." 
She knew not who or where, 

But trusted if it was God's will, 

He'd keep her in His care. 


Rebecca's faith, O grant me Lord, 
To face each great unknown. 

But where You lead me day or night, 
To trusting say—"I'll go." 


Genesis 24:58 "And she said, I will go." 


SEPTEMBER 11 
GENTLE MIX 


Don't wish me always gladness, and health, 
and gold, and fame, 

Or endless days of sunshine without a drop of rain. 

All sunshine makes a desert, much gold becometh 
vain; 

Sheer happiness gets giddy unless it's pierced 
by pain. 


Our health we take for granted until it is removed, 

But gentle mix is better, this life has often proved. 

The sun helps most when interspersed with drops 
of falling rain, 

And gold is fine if harnessed up, and not our 
master named. 


We all need recognition for what we are and do, 

A gentle mix is best for us, God's plan for me 
and you. 

Our God knows what is best for us, it's good we 
cannot choose: 

For if we went our selfish way, His blessing we 
would lose. 


Psalm 119:137 "Righteous art thou, O Lord, 
and upright are thy judgments." 
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SEPTEMBER 12 


THROUGH JOY AND SORROW 


Our wedding plans had all been made— 
Could Father go, or would he stay? 

A cancer patient ten long years, 
The fam'ly felt his time was near. 


I couldn't tell my own dear Dad 
"You can't come on a day so glad." 

But yet I knew he was too sick... 
I didn't know what to make of it. 


The plans were made for Friday night 
We'd start, our wedding guests invite; 
But just before, on Tuesday morn 

The Angel blew his Welcome horn. 


Another wedding Dad would see, 
That lasts through all eternity. 

No pain from cancer,no more tears, 
But boundless joy for endless years. 


On Wednesday, visitation time; 
The people came, we sat in line. 
"Congratulations to you two, 
And our Condolences yet too." 


On Thursday was the funeral day. 
How many friends showed up that day! 
My dad had age of fifty-two, 
Most folks his age were present too. 


On Friday, then, I hitched my horse, 
Our wedding plans would take their course. 
Delivered invitations soon 
But were not done till Sunday noon. 


(continued on next page) 
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The funeral, then short thirteen days 
Till brightly dawned our wedding day. 

At wedding place 'twas not forgot 
That Father's was an empty spot. 


"Rejoice with those that do rejoice", 
I still can hear the preacher's voice, 
"And weep with those that sadly weep, 
Today, if ever, fitting seems." 


Romans 12:15 "Rejoice with them that do 
rejoice, and weep with them that weep." 


SEPTEMBER 13 
GOD KNOWS BEST 


Tender loved one has obtained 
Higher realms than we have claimed. 
Trav'lling on, we're left below, 
Longing, where you went, to go. 


Earth, with troubles, toils, and cares, 
Couldn't hold you, darling fair. 

Sing your songs that we can't sing 
While our mortal bodies cling. 


Why your hast'ning, speedy flight? 
God doth know, and He is right. 
Not a moment did you lose, 

We, your gain, would also choose. 


We are asked below to stay, 
Lord—unite us some glad day. 
Tender loved one, fond farewell! 
God knows best, our hearts can tell. 


Acts 5:29 "We ought to obey God rather than 
men." 
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SEPTEMBER 14 
ONE STEP OUT 


Our Jesus walks 
throughout the land 
In search of sinful, 
seeking man; 
He will come close, 
but we must choose: 
Take one step out. 


He offers us 
sweet peace of mind, 
He is a friend, 
who's loving, kind. 
He will not thrust 
Himself on us, 
We must step out. 


That is one step 

which we must make 
If we would hold 

of Jesus take; 
He will come close 

but we must choose: 
Take one step out. 


Oh, how His heart 

in pain must yearn 
When men refuse 

from sin to turn, 
But stubborn stay 

on sinful way! 
And don't step out. 


He will come miles 

through mountain storms 
To seek the lost, 

the lone, forlorn. 


(continued on next page) 
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But that last step— 
we must accept— 
Take one step out. 


Why don't you take 

that one small step 
Away from sin 

and Christ accept? 
He will come close— 

but we must choose: 
Take one step out. 


Psalm 73:28 "But it is good for me to draw 
near to God..." 


SEPTEMBER 15 
THE PITCHER 


The pitcher that's filled up with milk to the brim 
Will pour out a sweetness it feels from within. 

If filled up with sweetness, 'twill sweet overflow, 
Whatever it's filled with, eventually shows. 


The pitcher that's filled up with spirits and wine 
Will sparkle in lamplight, enticingly shine. 

Its pouring is poison, its destiny Hell— 

All those who partake must acknowledge full well. 


All men are like pitchers—their lives overflow, 
Whatever they're filled with event'ally shows. 

O let mine be sweetness and comfort to all 

Who come to my corner, though hidden and small. 


Lord send forth the purgings for I would be clean. 
Though painful for moments—their end is serene. 
Then fill with Thy spirit that I overflow, 

Content in Thy service wherever You show. 


Matthew 12:34 "...for out of the abundance 
of the heart the mouth speaketh." 
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SEPTEMBER 16 


ONLY IN THE NIGHT 


Only in the nighttime can the dewdrops fall, 

Hidden from the sunlight, they're so frail and small. 
Yet they give a freshness that no daylight can, 
Neither can be mimicked by a mortal man. 


Only in the nighttime can the stars be seen, 

Haste they all to vanish when the mornings beam. 

Vanished, but not sleeping, for they've a watch to 
keep— 

In another darkness, 'round the world they peep. 


In the summer darkness hear the crickets sing 
Hidden in small corners, brave their music rings. 
Wishing unto others neither pain nor ill, 

But in humble corners cheering, chirping still. 


Only in the nighttime can the moonbeams glow 
Making worlds a wonder whither I would go. 

Softly now their leading soothes my struggling soul 
Into full surrender, makes my faith grow whole. 


Only in the darkness fireflies alight, 

Dancing, bobbing brightly, on a summer night. 
Bringing sparks of cheer for anyone who cares. 
They, with silent sonnet help my burdens bear. 


Only in the nighttime does the moon reflect 

Streams of hidden sunlight, proving God correct. 
Thus, the streams of Sonlight show me what is right, 
Teaching precious lessons in the silent night. 


Psalm 17:3 "...thou hast visited me in the 
Nigntaan. 


276 


SEPTEMBER 17 
TOUCH OF HEAVEN 


Tune: I Ought to Love 
my Mother 

God sent a precious blessing 
Direct from Heaven down; 

It knew no sin nor sorrow 
And wore no earthly crown. 

Its parents have a blessing 
Not every parent knows, 

A family up in heaven, 
While they are still below. 


There is a place in Heaven 
For angels, ransomed souls; 
We hope up there to meet them 
When our deathbell tolls. 
This silent little loved one 
In peaceful slumber dreams 
Portraying Resurrection, 
Which none of us has seen. 


It has a touch of Heaven 
The earth's not worthy of. 

The breath of things Celestial, 
A glimmer of God's love. 

This tender touch of Heaven 
For fleeting moments felt, 

Is not for mortal keeping. 
Our God doth all things well. 


(In memory of Hannah Martin, 
stillborn daughter of Alvin & Irene.) 


Matthew 19:14 "But Jesus said, Suffer little 
children, and forbid them not, to come unto 
me: for of such is the kingdom of heaven." 
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SEPTEMBER 18 
THREE-FOLD CORD 


There is a three-fold cord in Heav'n 
Which can't be changed, or sold, or giv'n. 
The Father, Son, and Holy Ghost 

Eternal stand, a three-fold Host. 

These three are one, not sunder torn 

By crucifixion, piercing thorns. 

That's where our trust and comfort lies, 
The lively hope of Paradise. 


There is a tight-bound three-fold cord, 
The man and wife, with Christ their Lord. 
The more we cling to Christ, we see, 

The closer man and wife will be. 

This three-fold cord is footing firm 

To build a home to love and learn. 

The storms of life will stronger bind 

This three-fold cord with prayer entwined. 


A three-fold cord not quickly fooled— 

The church, the home, and private school. 
This cord will help a child mature 

And help him build a life secure. 

When storms of life wild 'round him blow 
A haven safe he'll have to go. 

And when he's grown, a man, and strong, 
This three-fold cord keeps building on. 


A three-fold cord which witness bears 
Of God, who made it in His care, 

The Water, Spirit, and the blood 
Bear witness of Almighty God. 

Christ had to die, arise, ascend. 

So these could flow to all earth's end. 
So if you wish that Christ were here, 
Take heart, the Comforter is near. 


Ecclesiastes 4:12 "...a threefold cord is not 
quickly broken." 
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SEPTEMBER 19 


THE BEST 


I may not be the best of men 
But I'll be the best I can; 

It's not the talents that we have, 
But what we use, my friend. 


I think I see a better man 
That's standing here or there; 

That matters not, if God asks me 
To come and help, and share. 


I must not dwell on talents rare 
That other folks might have, 

For if I do, I will become 
To envying, a slave. 


I can't be them, and they not me, 
God has a plan for all, 

So I'll give Him the best of me 
And follow Jesus' call. 


I may not be the best of men, 
But I'll do the best I can; 

It lies not in how much we have, 
But what we use, my friend. 


Hebrews 12:13 "And make straight paths 
for your, feet...” 
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SEPTEMBER 20 


STIR THE GLOWING EMBERS 


When I light the fire in the woodstove, 
It will warm the kitchen by and by; 

Gently stirring up the sleeping embers, 
Turning gray to red like morning sky. 


Poking, fanning, coaxing flames still higher, 
Feeding little bits of kindling wood; 

Soon instead of embers, there's a fire. 
On a chilly morning, this feels good. 


Stir the chilly ashes in your bosom, 
Coax the glowing embers if you can, 

With the love of Jesus feed the embers 
Glowing in the bosom of a man. 


Coax the glowing embers into fire, 
Doing all the kindness that you know. 
Soon the inner glowing can't be hidden, 
Warmth within your heart will surely show. 


In this chilly world's eleventh hour 
Many hearts have ashes that are cold. 
Stir ye up those ashes into embers 
Till the Love within sets hearts aglow. 


Luke 12:49 "I am come to send fire on the 
earth; and what will I, if it be already 
kindled?" 
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SEPTEMBER 21 
THISTLES 


"There are hundreds of those thistles 
In our lawn!" the boys declared. 

I didn't really think so, 
But there's lots that could be spared. 


So I promised them a penny 
For each thistle that they dug, 

"Yes, there could be over fifty, 
But just go and try your luck." 


So they dug around all morning 
To a hundred forty-five. 

"We're nowhere close to finished. 
Why, perhaps, not even half!" 


So they dug and dug till ev'ning; 
How those thistles did abound— 

They had dug a thousand thistles 
Then, till supper time came ‘round. 


So is there a prick, familiar 
In this thistle saga, too? 

In our character there's thistles 
Inside me as well as you. 


All these thistles need a digging, 
Take a shovel, get it done. 

To be fit for Jesus' Kingdom, 
We must dig them, ev'ry one. 


Genesis 3:18 "Thorns also and thistles shall 
it bring forth to thee..." 
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SEPTEMBER 22 
I AM WHAT I AM 


I am what I am, for 
The Lord made me so; 

I don't understand, but 
I don't have to know, 

So I'll trust in his promise 
As onward I go. 


Sometimes I must wonder 
Why I'm so much like me... 

It seems only faults in 
The mirror I see. 

I get nigh to discouraged, 
Others better seem. 


There's work in the kingdom 
I only can do... 

The Lord made me thus so 
That me, He could choose, 

For there's work to be done that 
None other can do. 


Each day I must carry 
My thorns in the flesh, 

They help me to lean on 
God's promises blest, 

And they give me a longing 
For Heaven's sweet rest. 


I must strive to o'ercome 
But 'twill always be there, 

Not a week or a day or 
An hour I'm spared, 

So I ask for God's help with 
My heart's earnest prayer. 


Whatsoever my state, 
I'll be therewith content. 
For a purpose, tho' hidden, 
I've been hitherto sent; 
(continued on next page) 
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There is nothing I own, it 
Has only been lent. 


Yet my sins are my own 

And the choice that I make. 
The Lord will direct 

Which the path that I take. 
Tho' my talents seem few, I'll 

The best of them make. 


I am what I am, 
For the Lord made me so; 

Tho' I don't understand, 
Yet I don't have to know, 

So I'll trust in God's grace as 
I prayerfully go. 


Romans 9:20 "Shall the thing formed say 
to him that formed it, Why hast thou made 
me thus?" 


SEPTEMBER 23 
A TEACHER'S LIFE 


"Its hot outside!" I hear them say. 
"I lost my paper on the way!" 
"My pencil broke in pieces two!" 
"The bottle broke and spilled the glue!" 
Outside the boys play games too rough, 
"The girls are sissies, not too tough!" 
Battered and bruised and scratched and scarred 
They come from recess and try quite hard 
To do their work as best they can. 
A child at heart, they think they're "man". 
Innocent, charming, quick to please, 
They go exploring "ancient seas". 
They poke and dream their lessons through, 
But romp and race the recess through. 
An errand they will gladly do 
To save your breath, and thus your shoe. 
Beneath the Hand Almighty, this 
Our trust—their care—for they are His. 
Proverbs 17:6 "Children's children are the 
crown of old men; and the glory of children 
are their Fathers." 
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SEPTEMBER 24 


A SONG IN THE BARN 


Sometimes when I'm choring 
All lost in deep thought 
A joyful refrain to 
My senses is brought. 
The children are choring 
And happy are they, 
They sing while they labour 
To brighten the way. 


Although they are tired 
Of what's to be done, 
Their song gives them courage 
To go till they're done. 
Soprano and tenor 
Oft toil side by side, 
The harmony sweetens 
The work that abides. 


Oh, singing is better 
Than pouting by far, 
'Tis pleasant to list to 
A song in the barn. 
Let's take their advice, be 
It morning or noon, 
So when you are weary, 
Start humming a tune. 


Psalm 21:13 "Be thou exalted, Lord, in thine 
own strength: so will we sing and praise 
thy power." 
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SEPTEMBER 25 


MINISTERING SPIRITS 


When men stand up to preach the Word 
They cannot know how hearts are stirred. 

Will men accept the truths they're told? 
Or will they stir rebellion bold? 


That's why we pray our fervent prayer 
The Holy Spirit would be there 

To guide the words into each heart 
Like healing balm, or piercing dart. 


To feeble ones, fresh courage bring, 
Fresh hope to those who've felt the sting 
Of loved ones sudden laid away, 
And peace to storm-tossed hearts today. 


The hardened sinner soften up 
That he with Jesus too, may sup; 
The ministering spirits fly. 
They hear each silent, heart-felt cry. 


Though Christ walks here on earth no more, 
His Holy Spirit He did pour, 

That each a pardon could receive 
If only we on Christ believe. 


Matthew 10:20 "For it is not ye that speak, 
but the Spirit of your Father which speaketh 
in you.” 
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SEPTEMBER 26 
THE QUESTION 


"Who say the children of men that I am?" 
Jesus asked of His disciples one day. 
"Some think you're John come to life once again; 
Others, Elijah or prophets, they say." 
"But what do you, my disciples believe? 
Who do ye say in your hearts that I am?" 
"You are Jesus Christ whom man must receive, 
The Son of God in the form of a man." 


This is the question we must ask today; 

For with our lives will the truth e'er be told. 
Is He our heart's Light, the Truth, and the Way? 
Is He worth more than earth's silver and gold? 

Is He my personal Saviour and friend? 
Will I but trust in His promises true? 
Do I have faith to endure to the end? 
These are the questions for me and for you. 


Mark 8:27 "Whom do men say that I am?" 


SEPTEMBER 27 
WHAT WOULD YOUR THOUGHTS BE THEN? 


If with someone you've got trouble 
Truly seeing eye to eye, 

Or his nature grates and irks you 
Every time you pass him by; 

Is he bold and overbearing? 
Is he slippery and sly? 

What if someone brought the message 
That he suddenly had died? 

What would your thoughts be then? 


(continued on next page) 
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Do you nourish tiny grudges? 
"They won't hurt me, they're so small." 
Do you oft remember bygones 
When your brother caused a fall? 
If you nurse these tiny grudges, 
They create a barrier tall. 
If you heard that man lay dying 
E'en today as twilight falls— 
What would your thoughts be then? 


Did you miss a chance with someone— 
Left a kindly deed undone? 

Left a tender word unspoken, 
Were you busy having fun? 

Are you best at making money? 
Quickly grabbing up the sums? 

What if you lay weak and dying, 
Knew your life was almost done? 

What would your thoughts be then? 


Why still loiter till tomorrow? 
Why not make it right today? 

For Today is when we're living, 
And tomorrow is too late. 

There was never too much kindness, 
Too much good done in a day. 

If you Knew this was your last chance, 
You're tomorrow laid away... 

What would your thoughts be then? 


Psalm 95:7,8 "Today if ye will hear his voice, 
Harden not your heart..." 
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SEPTEMBER 28 
THEN PRAY 


Were you caused to think of someone? 
Then pray. 

Could it be his heart is breaking 
For a loved one gone? 


And aching 

For a cheerful song, 
And shaking 

From a wind so strong? 
Then pray. 


Have you heard of some misfortune? 
Then pray. 
For the Lord can help the needy 
In his hour of woe, 
And lead him 
Where he now should go, 
And feed him, 
For our God doth know. 
Then pray. 


Can God's own men count on you now 
To pray? 

Did you think about your preacher 
And bid for him strength 

For teaching, 
His patience at length 

Increasing 
For all wayward men? 

Then pray. 


Ephesians 6:18 "Praying always with all 
prayer and supplication in the Spirit..." 
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SEPTEMBER 29 
FORTRESS OF FRIENDS 


There's a fortress of friends 
That carries me through 
The trials and storms when 

I'm lonely or blue. 


I can feel their support 
And know that they care, 
They intercede often 
In the garden of prayer. 


I will pray for you friends, 
And you pray for me, 

For prayer is a power 
That makes Satan flee. 


No power more mighty 
Than prayers of pure faith, 
For thus we move mountains 
And open locked gates. 


He's God of the living 
And not of the dead; 

And so shall our prayers be... 
Alive, not just said. 


O fortress of friendship, 
A circle of prayer, 

Where each for the other 
Is burdened with care. 


Proverbs 18:24 "...and there is a friend 
that sticketh closer thana brother." 
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SEPTEMBER 30 


WHOSOEVER 


There's many folks around the world, 
We'll never know them all; 

And some will hear the Saviour's voice 
And answer to His call. 


These are the folk who feel their need... 


The Who-so-ever-will. 
They seek the Master's will to do, 
And lean upon Him still. 


Then there are those who go astray... 
The Who-so-ever-won't. 

They hear the Master's pleading voice 
But turn their back and don't. 

They love the pleasures of this world 
Its lust and pride of life, 

Its fleeting promise, never reached, 
Its hatred and its strife. 


These are the groups, the only two, 
Of people on this earth; 
The Whosoever will are blest, 
The Whoso won't are cursed— 
The Whosoever—which are you? 
Stands there for you and I; 
That's how we seal our destiny 
The moment that we die. 


Revelation 22:17. "And whosoever will, let 
him take the water of life freely." 
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OCTOBER 


A HOLIDAY! 


A holiday! A holiday! 

Oh long-awaited, restful day! 

When can we go? How long to stay? 

We really need to get away. 

We ought to have a hired hand, 

To help us go as we had planned; 

But hired hands do cost a lot, 

So we decide we'd rather not. 

Which means we must be up at four, 

At eight o'clock we're out the door, 

To ramble o'er the countryside, 

Our hard-earned cash spread far and wide. 
We find our way, but lose it too, 

As homebirds oft are prone to do. 

My head aches from looking at my lap— 
While trying to read the crumpled map. 
Our stomachs yearn for wholesome food, 
This fastfood stuff for health no good. 
And milking time has long past gone, 
Before we sight our dear old home. 

And everyone's in a cranky mood 

As we milk the goats and bring them food. 
It's past eleven ere we're all laid away— 
Feels SO good to rest after a holiday! 


oA, 


OCTOBER 1 
DADDY, TELL THE REASON 


How can a man who says he's good 
Twist up the truth like sticks of wood? 
And not do like he knows he should 
He'd cheat his friends if he but could. 
Must he the grace of Jesus try? 
Please, Daddy, tell the reason why. 


The feeble mother old and grey, 

Why did they send her, too, away? 
Did she not love them day to day? 

Why must she now with strangers stay? 
Why care not for her till she die? 
Please, Daddy, tell the reason why. 


To sacrifice, some folks are born, 

They start anew at early morn, 

Their hearts are pierced by many a thorn 
Ere evening comes, they're weary, worn, 
But none will heed their pleading cry. 
Please, Daddy, tell the reason why. 


A little child alone and cold, 

No one his outstretched hand to hold, 
His parents, in their greed for gold. 
Did they forget? Were they not told? 
Can they ignore his urgent cry? 
Please, Daddy, tell the reason why. 


The haughty girl with brush and comb 
With pride adorns her heart and home. 
The wayward son in sin doth roam 
Away across the ocean foam. 

Do they not know of God on high? 
Please, Daddy, tell the reason why. 


(continued on next page) 
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How can some folks who nothing lack, 
Spread gossip round behind one's back 
About the poor, who, in a shack 

Must dwell until their debts they crack? 
Do they not hear their weary sigh? 
Please, Daddy, tell the reason why. 


How can those angry words be said 

To dear old Granddad, sick in bed? 

Some day quite soon he may be dead; 
Would they plant then kind words instead? 
Do they not know that death is nigh? 
Please, Daddy, tell the reason why. 


Why does a man who says he left 
His childhood sins that once bereft; 
He claims he's safe within the cleft: 
Still loudly joke both right and left 
About those sinful days gone by? 
Please, Daddy, tell the reason why. 


Some folks will claim Christ's friends to be, 
Yet, unrest, strife, and jealousy 

Are all the fruits from them we see; 

How can these folks true Christians be? 
Why do they make their neighbours cry? 
Please, Daddy, tell the reason why. 


Are we those folks with narrow mind? 
Could we not help those seeking, find? 
Is it not we who are inclined 

To shun the poor, the lame, the blind? 
Dear Daddy, find a reason why. 
Daddy, is there a reason why? 


Romans 3:23 "For all have sinned, and come 
short of the glory of God." 
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OCTOBER 2 
A MOMENT STILL 


O froward hearts, grow soft! 
O tender hearts, be strong! 

Until this time of waiting is past, 
Lean on God's arm so strong. 


For now we need to wait, 
To hold a moment still, 

And shortly God will show us the way 
If we bow 'neath His will. 


Balaam wanted to go, 
Jonah wanted to stay, 

But neither of them was in God's will 
In long-gone, far-off days. 


Abraham beheld the stars 
And sand beside the sea; 

But staggered not at the promise great, 
Nor asked, "How can it be?" 


Oh Saviour, give us strength 
To wait for morning's glow, 

And when Thou hast revealed Thy will, 
To gladly stay—or go. 


O froward hearts, grow soft! 
O tender hearts, be strong! 

Until this time of waiting is past, 
Lean on God's arm so strong. 


Psalm 27:14 "Wait on the Lord: be of good 
courage, and he shall strengthen thine heart: 
wait, I say, on the Lord." 
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OCTOBER 


THE CLOCK 


Have you ever stopped to marvel 
At the works within a clock? 

How each one so frail, yet certain, 
Does its part without a stop? 

All the cog wheels steady turning, 
Some are fast and some are slow, 
Each within exact precision, 

How ever did the maker know? 
Some glean power from another, 
Some are tuned the pow'r to give. 
Yet together they are counting 
Ev'ry second that we live. 

When the maker comes to tune it 
He will give the key a turn, 

And He knows exact, the pressure, 
Every little cog must earn. 


Thus within life's diff'rent areas, 
Little cog wheels all are we, 

And we all must keep on turning 
So the timing true will be. 

How the Master did determine 

Just how fast we each must turn; 
That's a mystery—let's not question— 
Let us rather live and learn. 

Yes the key has been inserted, 
We are wound for life, each one. 
And the Master knows the number 
Of the minutes we must run. 

We cannot surpass that timing, 
When the Master says,"It's done." 
But we need to help each other 
Through the moments that we run. 


Philippians 1:27 w.siriving together 
the faith of the gospel." 
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OCTOBER 4 


CHOOSE YOUR FRIENDS 


As you step out into manhood 
Many choices you will see, 

So choose your friendships wisely 
That they stepping stones may be. 


Childish things which you have practised, 
Throw them out the door at once; 

And practise, practise daily 
On the narrow way to run. 


If you evil friends do gather 
Your downfall they will be, 

For like begets its likeness— 
Evil comrade you will be. 


If you see a good, kind Christian, 
Be his friend—he'll strengthen you. 
Though he may at times still stumble 
He will strive for goodness too. 


Proverbs 22:24 "Make no_ friendship with 


an angry man; and with a furious man thou 
shalt not go." 
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OCTOBER 


WHERE HEAVEN STARTS 


It seems it doesn't matter 
How much we have prepared 
To part with our loved ones 
Before the time is there. 


'Tis only when it's final 
And the spirit's gone and fled, 
That reality will hit us 
That our father's really dead. 


But God is ever faithful, 

He'll lead us gently through 
The grief of death and sorrow 
With Hope that springs anew. 


We weep not desolately 

As ones who have no hope 

When a faithful pilgrim's journeyed 
Beyond our earthly scope. 


Now in our dreams he's calling 
And tugging at our hearts, 

"Remember, dearest loved ones, 
Death is where Heaven starts." 


Psalm 39:4 "Lord, make me to know mine 
end, and the measure of my days, what it 
is; that I may know how frail I am." 
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OCTOBER 6 


ON YOUR WEDDING DAY 


Two hearts are joined in one accord, 
The twain made one before the Lord, 
The gladdest day in all your life 
As you're pronounced now man and wife. 
You've turned a page, your youth is past, 
You're one in love while life shall last. 
Oh, may God's richest blessings rest, 
His grace sufficient through the test. 


Your love's like flowers as they bloom 
In gentle sweetness 'neath the moon; 

But don't forget that rain and dew 
Are sprinkled in with sunshine too; 

For ne'er a flow'r could bloom at all 
If not a drop of rain did fall. 

Oh may God's blessings never cease 
And bring you joy and love and peace. 


Ephesians GAG 25) "Husbands, love your 
WIVCS ian, 
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OCTOBER 
BENJAMIN'S RELEASE 


How oft have I sent Benjamin 
To Egypt's well stocked land— 

I give him up and let him go 
Food basket in his hand. 


But then alas! How swift I turn, 
I cannot let him go! 

But yank him back with selfish hand— 
God's will don't want to know. 


Then in remorse I realize 
That God cannot be mocked, 

He oft must disappointed be 
How tight my heart is locked. 


In tears of shame upon my knees 
I sent my son again. 

I will, I shall, I must give all 
And say to God, "Amen." 


Oh how much better 'tis for me 
To have surrendered all, 

For without giving Benjamin 
A famine sore will fall. 


So help me Lord! each hour, each day— 


To give my all to Thee. 
For by releasing Benjamin, 
Thy servant I can be. 


James 4:7 "Submit yourselves therefore to 
God." 
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OCTOBER 8 
IF THE EYE HAD FELT NO TEAR 


My soul could know no rainbow 

If my eye had known no tears. 
Find joy in stinging teardrops 
Throughout my pilgrim years. 
There never was a mountain 

That couldn't still be climbed 

With Christ to guide my footsteps, 
My will to His resigned. 


No woods so thick and gloomy 
No sunbeam can reach through; 
No sky so dark and stormy 
There was no hint of blue; 

No night so dark and starless 
No hope could yet be found; 
No wind so cold and freezing 
God's love can't reach around. 


No chast'ning for the present 
Seems joyous, but brings grief, 
But blest the soul, surrendered, 
For here is found relief. 

We cannot rush the future 

Nor crush the concrete past; 

On earth, how dim our vision, 
In Heaven, clear at last. 


O soul, seek thou the rainbow 

While eyes are blind with tears, 

Find comfort in the knowledge 

That Christ is ever near. 

Though steep my path, and stony, 

My heart need feel no fear. 

My soul could see no rainbow 

If my eye had felt no tear. 
Psalm 119:67 "Before I was afflicted I went 
astray: but now have I kept thy word." 
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OCTOBER 9 


TRUST IN CHRIST 


Why do I trust in human strength 
When human strength will fail? 
Why hesitant to go to Christ 
When He alone prevails? 


Why glory in a mortal man 

When mortal flesh will fade? 

Why do I mope and cringe about, 
Reality evade? 


For time and time again I've proved 
That peace is found with Christ, 
Surrendering my erring will, 

In humble sacrifice. 


Today is when I'm asked to trust— 
Tomorrow may not come; 

Lord, give me strength to take today 
Another step t'ward Home. 


Psalm 85:8 "I will hear what God the Lord 
will speak: for he will speak peace unto his 
people..." 
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OCTOBER 10 


GOD'S CHOSEN MAN 


With ordination drawing near 

Each feels his failures very clear. 

E'en manly hearts are filled with tears, 
And yet God's presence feels quite near. 


It is a time when men have planned, 
Asked God to show with perfect hand, 
Reveal to us His chosen man 

To fill the seat which vacant stands. 


There is a work for each to do, 

To work together, prayers renew. 
God's chosen men—not one or two, 
But all who seek God's will to do: 


Whose life submits beneath God's hand, 
Who lives for Christ as best he can, 
Though void of office, fame, or rank 
He is indeed God's chosen man. 


II Thessalonians 2:13 "...because God hath 
from the beginning chosen you to salvation..." 
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OCTOBER 11 


IT IS MINE 


This fight I have to fight alone; 
No one can fight it for me. 

The path I take is but my own, 
No one can tread it for me. 


The will I need to give is mine, 
No one can give it for me; 

The sacrifice to make is mine, 
No one can do it for me. 


The cross I'm asked to bear is mine; 
No one can bear it for me, 

But lighter 'tis with Christ sublime 
Who bore a cross before me. 


Lord, give me strength enough today; 
My will, let it be broken, 

For sweeter promise never giv'n 
Than that which Thou hast spoken. 


Mark 10:21 "...and come, take up the cross, 
and follow me." 
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OCTOBER 12 


ADDED STRENGTH AND COURAGE 


When I think of all the prayers 

That tonight are being prayed, 

When I think of all the burdens 

At the feet of Jesus laid, 

When I think of friends and neighbours 
Who to Him will intercede, 

Then I gather strength and courage, 
And to Jesus, too, I plead. 


Give us added strength and courage 

For the path that lies ahead, 

Lord let faith be our pillow, 

And let trust be our bed. 

With Thy Hand reach down from Heaven, 
We'll reach up as best we can. 

Lord, oh let it be tomorrow, 

Just exactly as You plan. 


Give us added strength and courage; 
In submission lies our strength, 

And we know that Lord, tomorrow 
Will become today at length. 

Long enough its been tomorrow, 

Let it be, at last, today. 

And the stress of wait and wonder 
Will at length be passed away. 


Ephesians 6:10 "Finally, my _ brethren, be 


strong in the Lord, and in the power of his 
might." 
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OCTOBER 13 
THE BLIND MAN 


I am the blind man 
Sitting by the way, 
People are happy, 
Excited today. 

"Tell me, dear brethren, 
What now meaneth this? 
What's all this spendour 
My blind eyes will miss?" 
"Jesus of Nazareth 
Passeth nearby!" 
Running, they see Him, 
But—see Him? Not I. 
"Jesus, dear Master! 
Have mercy on me!" 
Lost in the frenzy, 
Unheard is my plea. 
"Jesus, dear Master! 
Have mercy on me!" 
"Now hush; He is busy, 
He can't come to thee." 
Hark—I hear footsteps! 
Now gentle, yet firm 

A hand on my shoulder! 
My blind face upturns. 
"What is your request? 
That help you I might?" 
"Oh Lord, if you will, 
My eyes now give sight." 
"T will." And He does. 
"Depart now in peace." 
Oh! Sight! From the darkness 
A blessed release! 


Mark 10:52 "And Jesus said unto him, Go 
thy way; thy faith hath made thee whole. 
And immediately he received his sight, and 
followed Jesus in the way. - 
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OCTOBER 14 


GLAD TO BE BOUND 


Lord, I am bound by the yoke you have sent, 
Glad to be bound for I'm free and content— 
Glad that today shall your will be revealed, 
You've put me here, you the answer have sealed. 


Glad to be bound to the wife that you gave. 
Glad she alive is, and not in the grave. 
Glad for my children who try to be true, 
Glad in this hour, I'm sent here to you. 


Glad to be bound to a church where the truth 
Still is the goal for the aged and youth. 

Glad for the peace that I feel in my heart, 
Help me each day, Lord, to fill in my part. 


Glad to be bound to the people 'round me, 
Glad we together the vision can see. 

Glad to be ready to stay or to go, 

Glad for the comfort You only can show. 


Colossians 2:2 "That their hearts might be 
comforted, being knit together in love..." 


OCTOBER 15 


THE UNBEARABLE BURDEN 


There is no unbearable burden, 

If only we choose then to share 
With Jesus who's waiting to help us 
If only to Him we bring cares. 


The only unbearable burden 

Is one we so selfishly keep, 
Reluctant to share it with Jesus, 
How foolish the tears that we weep. 


So, what is the cause for not sharing? 
Is pride, or an ego at stake? 

Well, Christ doesn't care about egos— 
How painful the path that we take. 


What comfort in knowing that Jesus 
Will help us the moment we ask— 
He'll lighten the burden we carry, 
Grant courage enough for the task. 


Matthew 11:30 "For my yoke is easy, and 
my burden is light." 
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OCTOBER 16 


YOU'RE NOT ALONE 


When your heart beats slow and painful 
‘Neath the anguish of your load, 

When the stones all have rough edges 
'Neath your feet upon the road, 

When the tempest, wailing, buffets, 
And to stumble you are prone, 

Then remember, men are praying 
And you know you're not alone. 


When the swelt'ring August sunshine 
Makes you faint 'neath burning skies, 

When the dust of life surrounds you, 
Tight your throat, and parched and dry, 

When you're aching from the labours 
But no rest or shade is nigh, 

Then remember, it's God's harvest 
And you know you're not alone. 


When the river's deep and swollen 
Where the eddies swirl and glide, 

And to paddle on seems hopeless; 
Strength and courage scarce abide, 

Lo! The river's mouth now widens 
And the distant shorelines slide... 

Give to Christ your chart and compass, 
And you know you're not alone. 


Matthew 28:20 "...and, lo, I am with you 
alway, even unto the end of the world." 
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OCTOBER 17 


AFTER THE STORM 


When the storm has ceased its raging 
And the sea lies hushed and still, 

Gentle wavelets lap the sandbars, 
Sunbeams dance on dripping hill. 


Twigs of self are strewn asunder, 
Torn begrudgingly from trees, 

Yet inside each storm-torn willow 
Flies a spirit glad and free... 


Glad the twigs of self are severed, 
Glad the storm has been withstood... 

Glad the dead and rotting branches 
Have been wrenched for our own good. 


Tiny rootlets groping deeper 
Thru the soil to Solid Rock, 

Lest another storm, and fiercer, 
Tear them loose and twist them off. 


Storms of life are far from pleasant, 
Yet they bless with hidden strength; 

Purging sap heals up the branches, 
Stronger trees result at length. 


John 15:2 "..and every branch that beareth 


cee 


jruie, Ne purgetnwitest” 
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OCTOBER 18 
NO PERFECT MAN 


Is there a man who never frets 
About a thing that isn't yet? 

But, fearing when it comes to pass 
His strength and courage will not last? 


Is there a man amongst our ranks 
Who never takes some rotting planks 

To build a bridge o'er "Morrow's Gorge" 
In hopes that fearful stream to forge? 


Is there a man who never tries 
To search the dark, forboding skies 

To find an answer God withholds, 
And needless worries? (Truth be told?) 


Is there a man who always trusts 
Regardless of how hard he's struck 

With trials faced, of evils come; 
Ne'er doubting that God's will is done? 


Is there a man who never cries 
At piercing thorns or stormy skies? 
No hasty words escape his lips, 
Stands up the moment that he slips? 


No, such a man is not around... 
For perfect humans can't be found. 
Lo—even Christ with sinless pow'r 
Cried out to God in death's lone hour. 
II Corinthians 7:1 "Having therefore these 
promises, dearly beloved, let us cleanse our- 


selves from all filthiness of the flesh and 
spirit, perfecting holiness in the fear of God." 
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OCTOBER 19 
RESIGNATION 


Before I say "Thy Kingdom come" 
I'll say "My kingdom go"; 

For no two kingdoms can abide 
Within my heart I know. 


Lord, may Thy will not mine be done, 
For Thine is right, I know; 

And may the twain blend into one. 
Together shall we go. 


O give to me a willing heart 
To follow where You lead, 

And give to me a list'ning ear 
Your promptings to give heed. 


O give me strength and patience, Lord, 
To live today, today; 

And leave tomorrow in Your Hand 
Lest I should go astray. 


Send to my hidden corner, Lord, 
The lives that I should touch; 

Yet give me strength to venture out, 
If Thou wouldst bid me such. 


Take Thou my pride, my guilt, my sin, 
And make me wholly clean. 

I give my selfish spirit now, 
May it no more be seen. 


I'll cease my wretched pleadings Lord, 
My all I now release, 

My selfish kingdom now is gone, 
Thy Kingdom brings release. 


Matthew 6:24 "No man can- serve’ two 
masters... 
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OCTOBER 20 
HUNTING SEASON 


Did you hear the tale of the 
buck that he shot? 

Its hoofprints this big and its 
antlers that broad! 

Each hunter's excitement had 
blood seething hot— 

Excited to tell of the 
deer that he shot. 


The hounds were upon him right 
into the swamp, 

That grey bushy tail they so 
nearly could chomp! 

So into that oozing, dark 
jungle we stomped, 

But somehow the wolf got 
away in that swamp! 


Yes, where our affections are, 
there is our heart; 

Oh! shame on us—really! If 
here lies our heart. 

Of wildlife controlling, sure 
we can have part— 

But by all the tales we hear— 
where are our hearts? 


And what of the cash it takes, 
all that expense? 

Or how can that orange-coloured 
clothing make sense? 

Could hunting for Bible truths 
be as intense? 

Come, serious now—wouldn't that 
make much more sense? 


Matthew 6:21 "For where your treasure 
there will your heart be also." 
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OCTOBER 21 


NO DIFFERENCE 


It's only when we truly say 
It makes no diff'rence, Lord, today, 
Who is to go and who's to stay, 
But lead on Lord, show us the way. 
Yes here are peace and comfort found, 
It's here we feel no longer bound 
But free to rest beneath the rod 
And feel at peace with man and God. 


We pull the rope, our all it takes— 
Yet poised to drop it when it breaks. 
And not a minute have I fought 
Beyond revealing of the lot, 
But peace in knowing I gave all. 
Now each in life received his call; 
The prayers still flow both night and day, 
We thank the Lord who showed the way. 


Lord, help each day to focus still 
On full surrender to Thy will— 
Those little things that aggravate, 
That test me morning, noon, or late. 
It's all those petty little things 
In fact, a truer testing brings, 
To have no diff'rence, day by day, 
As long as God can have His way. 


Matthew 26:39 “Ovrmy Father, if it be 
possible, let this cup pass from me: neverthe- 
less not as I will, but as thou wilt." 
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OCTOBER 22 


THAT LOVE COULD STAY 


Oh, could that bond of closeness stay 
That's felt on ordination day! 
Once folks have gone their homeward ways 
And through the coming weeks and days; 
Oh, could that love for years abound 
Until the final sun goes down! 


It causes tears to think that folk 
Have come for miles to share this yoke. 
The love we for each other feel - 
Should drive us to a greater zeal; 
For time is short, what awful cost 
If but one soul forever lost. 


Come, while the Lord to us grants time. 
Unite in love and strength and mind; 
Preserve the love that in us flows, 
God's Kingdom can a furth'rance know. 
Oh! could that bond of closeness stay 
That's clearly felt and shown today! 


Revelation 3:11 "...hold that fast which thou 
NOSt ins) 
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OCTOBER 23 


TESTING MY FAITH 


The cow that had surgery, 
We buried last week; 

It seems that the trials 
Have all reached their peak. 


We need a new tractor. 
The goat milk is bad; 

And last Sunday morning 
We needed a vet. 


The cheque book is empty, 
There's bills to be paid. 

In two fleeting weeks shall 
A deacon be made. 


It seems of God's children 
I'm surely the least... 

With all of my doubtings 
He's surely displeased. 


But the sermon this morning 
Was spoken for me— 

It stamped out my cringings 
And new hope filled me. 


Wherever God leads me 
One day at a time, 

His grace is unfailing! 
Assurance divine! 


Psalm 40:17 "But I am poor and needy; yet 
the Lord thinketh upon me...” 
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OCTOBER 24 
EVENING BARN GAME 


Half the lights are turned out 
And it's spooky about. 
All our spines are crawling and 
trembling with chills... 
There's sneaky, bad foxes 
Behind doors, walks and boxes— 
Enough to give rabbits some quite startling thrills. 


Half bold yet half cautious 
Come rabbits—half saucy 
To see if their spunk will 
reward them a scare. 
It's so much more funny 
To sneak like a bunny 
If Dad is a fox and will chase them back there. 


I feel like a youngster, 
Skin crawling, rambunctious, 
To join in the laughter, the 
chase and the scares. 
Now creeping through shadows, 
Now dashing down alleys— 
There's nothing for mem'ries that quite can compare. 


For Dad these are moments 

To hold close and golden, 

For lo! and how soon will the 
children be grown! 

Ah! these make the starlets 

In mem'ries' fond garlands 

Entwined in the past when their childhood has flown. 


Titus 2:4 ",..to love their children..." 
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OCTOBER 25 


A WATCH TO KEEP 


I will keep a prayerful vigil 
While my brethren are asleep. 
Lord, awake another sentry 
When at last I fall asleep. 

For to watch and pray is needful 
Lest the Devil get a hold, 

He can be—deceitful angel, 
Other times a lion bold. 


Lord, the church, like one big fam'ly 
Draws together, filled with prayer, 

Show us soon, through lot, your choosing, 
Who Your man is, for our care. 

For the lot is cast by people, 

But the choosing still is Thine. 

Give us strength, until revealing, 

Work your will, oh Lord, not mine. 


Lord, we trust Thy Hand will show us, 
Give us strength to do Thy will. 

Let me sleep, now, Lord till morning 
Knocks upon my window sill. 

The entire congregation 

Wants a true and faithful man. 

And we all are in Thy keeping, 

Wait th' unfolding of Thy plan. 


Psalm 33:20 "Our soul waiteth for the Lord: 
he is our help and our shield." 
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OCTOBER 26 
EIGHTEENS THREE 


Young Israel was a hearty lad. 

He lived his life with all he had, 

With strength and vigour in his veins. 
Alas, his life was in for change. 


At seventeen and going strong, 
Then lo, disease upon him sprung. 
Thru fall and winter—lay in bed, 
But spring brought tonic to the lad. 


He joined the church at eighteen years. 
It was a cause for joyful tears. 

But all too soon, the fall came back. 
Disease again his body racked. 


One day, while sleeping on the couch 

A special dream his soul did touch. 

He heard the clock strike eighteen times, 
And eighteen times, And eighteen times. 


He told his mother—'twas for me, 

That eighteen times it struck times three. 
So poor his circulation got, 

Gangrene stepped in and claimed a spot. 


It claimed his foot, but 'twas too late. 
He was too sick to operate. 

As lower flickered life's dim flame, 
His health could not come back again. 


October eighteen, then he died. 
At eighteen years, three months besides. 


And eighteen days had counted on, 
Till three times eighteen all had come. 


(continued on next page) 


318 


Those eighteens three now mark his grave, 
The good Lord took that which He gave. 

Young man, you read these truthful lines, 
Take heed, the next grave could be thine. 


(In memory of Israel Weber, born July 31,1907, 
died October 18, 1925.) 


John 9:4 "...the night cometh, when no man 
can work." 


OCTOBER 27 


EMPTY PROMISE 


The leaves in their splendour, 
Of crimson and gold, 

Are showing a glory, 

Which they cannot hold. 

A cold wind and rain soon 
Comes blustering by. 

Soon dirty and brown, they 
In a fence corner lie. 


The world with its promise, 
Of roses and gold, 

Has plenty to offer, 

But nothing to hold. 

Its promise more empty, 
Than leaves blown away— 
It bringeth no Peace and 
No Truth and no Day. 


James 4:4 "...whosoever therefore will be 
a friend of the world is the enemy of God." 
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OCTOBER 28 
FIRE, WATER, AND MONEY 


Three things in life 
which all of us use 

And make a good servant 
for Gentiles and Jews 

Are fire, and water, 
and money. 


But out of control 
hard taskmasters they 

To drown and to burn 
and misers repay 

Are fire, and water, 
and money. 


Fire for cooking 
and warming our homes, 
Turns to a tyrant if 
in dry forest roams; 
Then it costs water 
and money. 


Water for drinking, and 
life-giving rains; 

Dreadful destruction when 
Tsunami reigns. 

Then do we long for 
life sunny. 


Money, a servant 
we use to our gain, 

But as a master inflicts 
cruel pain. 

Therefore be master 
of money. 


(continued on next page) 
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Therefore be masters 
where master you can; 

These make great servants 
to serve us as man. 

Fire, and water, and 
money. 


I Timothy 6:10 "For the love of money is 
the root of all evil..." 


OCTOBER 29 
GOLDEN CHAIN OF PRAYER 


I know there's a calling you're asked to fulfill, 
Though I am not with you, my heart is there still. 
But prayer is the vessel by which I convey 

That God give you strength and be with you today. 
So linger not, doubting what is to come forth, 

The spirit gives utterance, puts words in your mouth. 
Let truth be your vision, the Bible your guide, 

Tho' men shall oppress you, yet turn not aside. 

Then when you retire at setting of sun, 

Be not proud, but thankful, for what has been done. 
There's no way of knowing which seed will first grow, 
So plant it not sparingly, do what you know, 

Oh, pray for the brethren, and take up your cross, 
I'll pray in the shadows, that souls don't get lost. 


Psalm 31:3 "For thou art my rock and my 
fortress; therefore for thy name's sake lead 
me, and guide me." 
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OCTOBER 30 
ERNEST SHACKLETON 


When Ernest to th' Antarctic sailed, 

The fiercest of wildest seas prevailed 

And crushed his ship 'twixt icy flows. 

In bitter cold they almost froze. 

They saved their cargo, rowboats too. 

Stayed on an isle the whole year through, 

Until supplies were getting low 

And to Southampton he must go. 

For nobody know just where they were. 

For nobody, Nobody, NOBODY knew, 
Just where they were. 


One captain brave he left behind 

The weak and fearful men to mind, 

The camp to keep, and ready be 

To hail him back o'er deathly sea. 

He took with him five stalwart men 

To paddle o'er that treach'rous realm— 

Eight hundred miles with row boat? Try! 

For without help they all must die! 

For nobody know just where they were. 

For nobody, Nobody, NOBODY knew, 
Just where they were. 


These weary men in jaws of death 

Rowed on—and on—till they came to rest 

Upon Southampton's welcome shore! 

Alas! To far end must cross o'er. 

But three, too weak, were forced to stay 

Alone, till he came back that way. 

Still nobody know just where they were, 

Still nobody, Nobody, NOBODY knew, 
Just where they were. 


(continued on next page) 
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‘Cross icy mountains, frigid deep— 

These three brave men must promise keep. 

To civilization, strong, at last! 

These poor men told their story fast. 

"And now a ship! And food! And clothes! 

Back to the island we must go!" 

Now somebody knew just where they were. 

Yes somebody, Somebody, SOMEBODY KNEW! 
Just where they were! 


Out to the sea! These brave men sailed. 
But yet alas! The sea prevailed. 
And drove them back. More food! More men! 
Relentless, he set out again. 
Still three times yet the sea prevailed. 
But he wouldn't give up! Again he sailed 
For nobody knew—Were these friends alive? 
Yet nobody, Nobody, NOBODY knew— 
Were these friends alive? 


Back on the isle, barren and cold— 
Their desperation made them bold. 
Each day their captain cheered them on, 
Who knows? Perhaps today he'll come! 
So you do this. You that. You thus— 
Ernest Shackleton can! I trust. 
But did anybody know just where they were? 
Did anybody—Somebody Really know? 
Just where they were? 


One foggy day through rising mist— 

A ship? A ship. A Ship. A SHIP! 

"Ernest, you did! You really did! 

From God our prayers have not been hid!" 

Now somebody knew just where they were. 

Yes somebody, Somebody, EVERYBODY KNEW— 
Just where they were! 


(continued on next page) 
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Can we see parallels today? 
Are we on watch for Christ every day? 
Do we give heed our preacher's call? 
Can we commit to Christ our all? 
For nobody knows just when He comes, 
But everybody knows He comes, 

He comes! He Comes! 


Matthew 24:42 "Watch therefore: for ye know 
not what hour your Lord doth come." 


OCTOBER 31 
STRENGTH TO NOMINATE 


O Lord, that men would nominate; 


O would to God, they've prayed and prayed... 


Have opened up their hearts to God, 
With honesty and prayer have trod. 

Lord give them humble courage now; 
Give strength to burdened, aging brow. 

Lord guide them to a humble man 
With willing mind, and caring hand; 

O lead them on in various ways 
That several men they nominate. 

That You may use the lot to show 
The man—whom You already know. 

These older men, with burden great— 
Lord, give them strength to nominate. 


Acts 1:23 "And they appointed two..." 
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NOVEMBER 


TO BUY A SHOE 


"We need a pair of running shoes, 
A sturdy pair, and sound; 

They're for my ten-year-old son here. 
He loves to run and bound." 


The sales clerk then brought forth a pair, 
A little big, but nice, 

Until with top priorities, 
I calmly asked the price. 


But seventy was twice the gold 
That I thought needs to pay. 

Would he not have a cheaper pair 
For me perchance today? 


And so another pair was brought 
Right sized, and half the price; 

I gave a cheque and felt I was 
Well paid for asking twice. 


A grey-haired lady also sat 
In there to buy some shoes. 


The first that I took heed, she said, 
"'Twixt these two pairs I'll choose." 


(continued on next page) 
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She walked up to the mirror then, 
Her foot turned in and out, 

'Twas clear appearance was the thing 
That she cared most about. 


"I'm going off to Paris soon," 
She quipped with glowing cheek, 

"I'm starting off to see their sights 
On Monday of next week. 


"Now what's the price of this here shoe? 
These are the ones I'll buy. 

One hundred fifty? That's okay. 
They're spares I'd love to try. 


"T paid two hundred two weeks back, 
Those are my main-stay ones, 

But now and then I like a change 
So I will take these ones." 


Three hundred fifty dollars smack! 
For shoes to fit her style! 

I'm thankful that she's not my wife, 
I thought for quite awhile. 


And then I laughed a good long while: 
A thought had just occurred. 

A forty dollar running shoe 
Might seem to her absurd! 
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NOVEMBER 1 
MANNA 


I lay upon my bed that night... 
My sleep was gone, and so was sight; 
The rain fell soft, the world to bless, 
Like manna in the wilderness 
Which Israel's children picked like dew 
To carry them one more day through. 
So now this steady patter, pour, 
Like prayers ascend to Heaven's door. 
The congregation prayed for us 
We'd give ourselves completely up; 
These prayers helped us our strength renew, 
And carried us this dark night through; 
And we, like Israel's men of old, 
Received the strength, took courage hold. 
That night those prayers were sent for us, 
That night we could of them make use; 
That night we candidates did see, 
Not of ourselves, thru Christ set free. 


Next morn the Lord revealed his plan 
And showed us His appointed man. 

Now may he strength and courage have 
To be a servant, not a slave, 

And heed the Master's urgent call 
To spread the Word to one and all. 

That night again the rain fell down, 
That night again, no sleep was sound; 

That night again, the people prayed... 
For new ordained, his strength might stay, 

And gather manna sent for him; 
So may our prayers e'er strengthen him. 


II Thessalonians 1:11 "Wherefore also we 
pray always for you..." 
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NOVEMBER 2 
GUARD YOUR THOUGHTS 


Guard close your thoughts 
With all your might, 

Yes, guard them well 
Both day and night. 


And never think 
That Satan rests. 

In idle thoughts 
He'll make his nest. 


So build a wall 
Of fervent prayer, 
Have angels for 
Your guardians there. 


Your portion build 
Of prayer's new wall 

E'en tho' it be 
Unseen and small. 


For Satan loves 
Those small unseens, 

He slips in through 
The cracks of seams. 


But once inside 
He'll devastate 

With anger, pride, 
Self, lust, and hate. 


Your thoughts are all 
Your very own, 


You'll answer for 
Them, ev'ry one. 


(continued on next page) 
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So guard your thoughts 
With all your might 

And talk with God 
Both day and night. 


Hebrews 4:12 "For the word of God is...a 
discerner of the thoughts and intents of the 
heart.™ 


NOVEMBER 
THE STRENGTH 


It's not the paint upon the wall 

That holds the house up straight and tall, 
It's not the trim around the doors, 

The gleaming varnish on the floors. 

O sturdy structure, where is then 

Thy strength and character to stand? 

It's in the framework deep within 

Set on foundations strong, unseen. 


It's not the page with flowing verse, 
Or glowing words, or handy purse, 
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Whence comes thy strength, O church of God 


To stand the test, the World at odds. 

It's through the prayers of folks within; 
That sturdy framework can't be seen. 

So gather strength, ye people all, 

And pray for each to stand, not fall. 


Acts 6:4 "But we will give ourselves 
continually to prayer..." 
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NOVEMBER 4 
THE MOMENT 


When the next moment hangs on me, 
Then apprehension comes to me. 

When pushed to edge of eagle's nest, 
I make the plunge, trust God the rest. 


When my turn comes to take a book— 
I do it with the plunge I took. 
I CANNOT stop in mid-air now, 
Lord, give me strength—I don't know how. 


The stress is more than I can bear, 
I need a churchhouse full of prayer; 
If I break down again and cry— 
I needs give all — I'll try, I'll try. 


O little book, so hard and black, 
Have I courage to give you back? 

When the moment comes I know I can, 
But not by strength of mortal man. 


But now 'tis night, the day is past; 
That little book, I held it fast. 
I didn't have to hand it up, 
But I cried with Paul when his slip showed up. 


So please bear with me when I cry, 
Tho' some men don't—their eyes are dry. 
But I must cry, I'm made that way, 

I'll gain control of self some day. 


I'm satisfied with how it lay, 
I wouldn't want it another way. 
'Tis only that emotions come 
When true we mean, "Thy will be done." 


Acts 1:26 "And they gave forth their lots; 
and the lot fell upon Matthias..." 
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NOVEMBER 5 
PEACE 


Peace, when there are doubtings, 
Peace, when woes abound, 

Peace, when men are shouting, 
Peace, when wars surround, 
Peace, when thru the shadow, 
Peace, when under rods, 

Peace in full surrender, 

Peace in foll'wing God. 


Peace, though clouded future, 
Peace, though gone the sun, 
Peace is what I nurture, 
Steps shown one by one. 
Peace past understanding, 
Peace within my heart; 

Peace, for God is leading 

If I do my part. 


Peace, for Christ hath strengthened, 
Peace shall be my stay; 

Peace my day shall lengthen, 

Peace I have today. 

Peace, tho' friends may differ, 
Peace, when I'm alone. 

Peace that comes from knowing 

God is in control. 


John 14:27 "Peace I leave with you, my peace 
I give unto you: not as the world giveth, 


give I unto you. Us 
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NOVEMBER 6 
LIKE JACOB'S MEN 


The brethren on their homeward way 
Discussed events of yesterday; 

How strange that man of Egypt was! 
Thought they were spies? What was the cause? 

But ere they got too far along 
There rushed upon them Egypt's throng... 

"The silver cup has stolen been 
Ye surely must be evil men; 

The man whose sack the cup is found 
Alone shall come to Egypt, bound." 

"We're good men, we have told you so. 
Come search us out, and you shall know." 

They started from the oldest down. 
With Benjamin the cup was found. 

How great their shock and sorrow then, 
They knew they had not put it in. 

"We'll all come back." "No, you can go. 
"Twas Benjamin alone, we know." 

The brothers won't dissuaded be, 
But all returned, their fate to see. 

These men through heavy testings went 
Till God revealed His plan to them. 


So we today like Jacob's men 
Through heavy testings have been sent; 

We struggled not with flesh and blood, 
But evil spirits round us trod. 

We almost lost our hold on God: 
So fierce these wicked powers fought; 

Both day and night they gave no rest, 
So bitter, brutal, was their test 

Until we fully realized 
That God alone controls the skies. 

When we His strength and fortress trust 
We find the evil powers lost. 


(continued on next page) 
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For in ourselves we are as nought, 
Our strength comes only from our God. 

Though now set free to some degree, 
We ever vigilant must be. 

To each his lot in life revealed 
A stronger faith in God is sealed. 


I Peter 1:7 "That the trial of your faith... 
though it be tried with fire, might be found 
unto praise and honour and glory at the 
appearing of Jesus Christ." 


NOVEMBER 
THE BISHOP'S HAND 


O Lord, please guide the bishop's hand 
And give him strength to firmly stand; 

For in this hour of prayers and tears 
We feel Thy holy presence near. 


Not just for now, but day to day, 
When wand'ring souls are prone to stray, 
When: storms and billows him surround, 
Lord, lead his hand to higher ground. 


Aéts.. 202238 "Take heed therefore unto 
yourselves, and to all the flock, over the 
which the Holy Ghost hath made you 
overseers, to feed the church of God..." 
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NOVEMBER 8 


BRIDGES 


Why fret about tomorrow 

When today is bright and fair? 
Why work on building bridges 
Before you're ever there? 

For while you're building bridges 
For future vast and cold 

You forget to count your blessings 
The Master has bestowed. 


The bridge that's built on feelings 
Is a shaky one indeed. 

Its foundations rot and crumble, 
Ne'er serve your urgent need. 
The bridge built for the future— 
Who knows if water's there? 

You cannot see the future, 

You won't know till you're there. 


Better far than building bridges 
Built on feelings, fret, and care, 
Is to spend a quiet moment 

In a secret place in prayer. 

If you really need some bridges 
They'll be ready when you come; 
For there's a Master Builder 
Who'll build them one by one. 


Matthew 6:30 "Wherefore, if God so clothe 
the grass of the field... shall he not much 
more clothe you, O ye of little faith?" 
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NOVEMBER 9 
SLEEPLESS NIGHT 


O long, sleepless nighttime— 
You rogue with no face... 
Why do you come to me 
In this time and place? 


I know that you want to 
Help worry and fret 

And rob my assurance 
That God's way is best. 


You want now an answer 
And I want one too; 

I know that God's answer 
Is wait till it's thru. 


O long sleepless nighttime, 
You friend with no face... 

You give time to ponder 
God's bountiful grace. 


I know that you want to 

Help sort this thing through; 
For in daytime's duties 

Spare moments are few. 


We do not need answers— 
Not you and not I! 

Sufficient the knowledge 
God's help is close by. 


Psalm 89:26 "Thou art my father, my God, 
and the rock of my salvation.” 
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NOVEMBER 10 
THE DAY BEFORE TOMORROW 


Oh, the day before tomorrow is the day we have 


today. 

And the day before tomorrow, too, came after 
yesterday. 

If the day before tomorrow holds the duties of 
today, 


Why borrow sorrow from tomorrow if there's joy 
enough today? 


Yes, the day before tomorrow is a promise we've 
been giv'n. 
In the day before tomorrow let us work on reaching 


heav'n. 

If the day before tomorrow we shirk duties sent 
our way 

We'll have sorrow for tomorrow 'cause we didn't 
work today. 


In the day before tomorrow opportunities abound; 

Let us use them, for tomorrow they can surely 
not be found. 

Then we'll sorrow on the morrow that we left today 
undone. 

Let's get ready for tomorrow ere today sees set- 
ting sun. 


Then the day we call tomorrow shall be joyful, 
yes indeed, 

If today we spent for others, helping in their hour 
of need; 

For we know who holds tomorrow, He will be our 
strength and stay. 

Christ will guide us through tomorrow if we trust 
in Him today. 


Psalm 7:1 "O Lord my God, in thee do I put 
my trust." 
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NOVEMBER 11 
REMEMBRANCE DAY 


Remember, O Christian, 
That Christ died for you; 

But death could not hold Him, 
He's risen for you. 

The world is rememb'ring 
Their fallen, their slain; 

But we need remember, 
Christ liveth again. 


We need to be thankful 
For freedoms we have, 
Which government grants us, 
From cradle to grave. 
"For vengeance is mine, 
I'll repay," saith God. 
So let us remember 
The battle is God's. 


We claim nonresistance, 
We don't carry arms: 
But what about gossip, 
And slander? They harm. 
When asked to go one mile, 
Why not two or three? 
'Tis hard, oft, to figure 
Where the first mile should be. 


Remember the widows, 
The needy and poor: 
Set watch on thy lips now, 
From hence evermore. 
The world is rememb'ring 
Their fallen, their slain— 
But let us remember 
Christ liveth again! 
Luke 1:72 ".,.and to remember his_ holy 
covenant." 
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NOVEMBER 12 


LIVING TOMORROW TODAY 


When trying to live our tomorrow today 
We run into trouble all along the way; 
We cannot take Jesus along, that we know; 
So stumbling and fumbling we foolishly go. 


When trying to live our tomorrow today 
We certainly tend to lead our thoughts astray; 
We're grasping at things which we cannot 
quite reach, 
We lose all our patience, our promises breach. 


When trying to live our tomorrow today 
We try to create an impossible way, 
For sunrise and sunset together don't come; 
Today and tomorrow together can't run. 


So instead of living tomorrow today 
Just leave it with Jesus, and happier stay. 
Today has its duties which we dare not shirk, 
So let patience have in you her perfect work. 


James 1:4 "But let patience have her perfect 
Works. =! 
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NOVEMBER 13 
SURRENDER 


I surrender! Lord, 
My all I give to Thee. 

I cannot see the way before, 
But I can lean on Thee. 


My burden is light, 
I've learned to trust Thy Word. 

Your truths shall by my staying pow'r, 
My Saviour and my Lord. 


How easy Thy Yoke 
When I've surrendered all. 

And though I stumble now and then, 
You hear my ev'ry call. 


How peaceful my sleep, 
How joyful are my days 

When I have fully learned to trust 
In Thy Almighty ways. 


One step is enough, 
Today is all I have, 

Not yesterday, Tomorrow, no. 
Today is what you gave. 


A full surrender— 
No fear do I feel now. 

Thy will, not mine, dear Lord be done 
Throughout remaining hours. 


Matthew 11:28 "Come unto me, all that labour 
and are heavy laden, and I will give you 
rest." 
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NOVEMBER 14 


WHAT MUST I DO? 


The Lord will gladly 
Help me through 
This testing time, 
This heat of flames, 
But wait— 
What must I do? 
Ask Him. 


His Arm is long, 

His ear not dull, 
His strength is there 

To burdens share, 
But wait— 

What must I do? 
Let Him. 


His promises 
Unchanging, still 
Divinely sweet, 
Uplift my feet, 
But wait— 
What must I do? 
Obey Him. 


This heavy load 

That's pressing down 
Will lighter be, 

He'll set me free! 
But wait— 

What must I do? 
Trust Him. 


Proverbs 3:5 "Trust in the Lord with all 
thine heart..." 
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NOVEMBER 15 


TURN YOUR FACES TOWARD THE SUNLIGHT 


Are you groping on in darkness, 
Searching vainly for the light— 

Feeble, sick, alone, forgotten, 
Stumbling blindly through the night? 
Yet there is no night so gloomy 

That God's light does not shine through; 
He can turn your night to sunshine, 
Ask Him, he will strengthen you. 


Do you feel alone, forgotten, 

In the dumps and downright blue? 

All the world has you forsaken, 

And your friends have proved untrue? 
In the darkest of the midnight 

Stars will only brighter shine, 

If you turn toward the moonlight, 
Shadows will be left behind. 


Do the burdens seem so heavy, 
Pressing down a load of cares? 
Does it seem the Lord's forgotten, 
Helping not your burdens bear? 

No, the Lord has not forgotten, 

He the clouds has silverlined. 

Turn your face toward the sunlight, 
Shadows will be left behind. 


Philippians 3:13 "...forgetting those things 
which are behind, and reaching forth unto 
those things which are before..." 
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NOVEMBER 16 
EXPERIENCES 


There are some that we wouldn't trade 
For gold, at any price, 

But yet not give a single cent 

To have to do it twice. 

They are so hard to be endured, 

Yet dear, when looking back: 

We felt the Hand of Providence; 

Of grace there was no lack. 


Our eyes were blind with stinging tears, 
We couldn't see ahead, 

We cried, "Dear Father strengthen us!" 
On stone we laid our heads. 

The night seemed brutal, endless, dark. 
Would morning never come? 

And yet we sensed God's presence near 
To cheer us up, and on. 


The fervent prayers of caring friends 
Brought comfort to our hearts, 

But when we come to end of self, 

Then God can make a start. 

Dear Lord, Thy will, not mine be done, 
Oh, may they be the same, 

I lose myself, and find it all, 

Again in Thy dear Name. 


Now looking back, we see how near 
God's holy presence then, 

Yet mortals are not made to stay 
Suspended in such strain. 

How tearful was the being there, 
But sweet, the memories. 

'Twas at the giving of our will 

We found that blessed peace. 


(continued on next page) 
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Yes, there are some we wouldn't trade, 
Regardless what the price. 

Yet wouldn't give a penny small 

To have to go through twice. 

They are so hard to be endured, 

Yet sweet, the looking back: 

Now on we go, for on we must, 

Of grace there'll be no lack. 


Galatians 6:17 "...for I bear in my _ body 
the marks of the Lord Jesus." 


NOVEMBER 17 
OH BEAUTIFUL NIGHT 


The full moon peeps down on a shadowy world 
As out of her feathery bed she uncurls, 
Extending her glorious rays far and near 
Enchanting a waterfall rippling clear. 

Its musical gurgle rings sweet, soft, and low. 
While fine, misty droplets catch silvery glow. 
In dreamy reposings the monarch of night 
Bathes slumbering dewdrops like jewels of light. 
The sweet scented cedars in solemn repose 
Keep watch over shadows in mellowing glows. 
How calm and serene is this silvery world; 

It turns all our heartaches to treasures of pearl, 
It dries up the teardrops of all those that weep 
And lulls all our trail-weary eyes off to sleep. 
Oh wonderful night all your beauties unfold 
Remind us of heaven—and riches untold. 


Psalm 77:6 "I call to remembrance my song 


in the night: I commune with mine own 
héart..<" 
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NOVEMBER 18 


Dear Family, 
The sign bade me stop— 
But the Spirit said, "Come!" 
I slammed on the brakes 
But the Lord called me home. 
Out of the darkness 
Of the earth's foggy night; 
Into the glories of Eternity's light. 
Cry, for it's needful to help the hurt heal. 
But faint not; Christ said, "I your sorrows can feel" 
If I've been as faithful as you've taught me to be; 
Take heart! And have hope! that in Heaven we'll meet. 
The girl that I loved and was hoping to wed, 
Share her load, hold her hand, dear Mother and Dad. 
Brethren, dear companions, in this hour you need 
To really consider—death's call you must heed; 
You know not how quickly, how fast, or how slow. 
But don't miss the point—"Are you ready to go?" 
For Heaven is fairer and grander than dreams! 
With flowers celestial, and cool sparkling streams. 
So, miss me, and love me; and yet let me go. 
For nothing can change what has happened, you know. 
If one soul will turn from the world and its ways, 
Then 'twas not in vain that God took me away. 
Farewell! Fare ye well! And pray! till we meet, 
To praise God forever in bliss so complete. 
Sincerely, 
Neil 

(In memory of Neil Martin, who was killed in 

an accident a few weeks before his planned 

marriage. ) 


Philippians 1:21 "For to me to live is Christ, 
and to die is gain." 
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NOVEMBER 19 


PRAYER SOLDIERS 


There is a troop of soldiers brave 
Who dwell within our number 
They cannot toil like young folks do 
And yet they seldom slumber. 
The rest of us run here and yon 
Too busy to remember 
Those soldiers praying in their homes, 
For each and ev'ry member. 
We would do well to go more oft, 
To visit shut-in brothers, 
For thereby would we both be blest 
And cheer up one another. 
We needs must pause between our cares 
To send them card or letter, 
And thereby cheer their lonesome days; 
No doubt we'll both feel better. 
How would we feel if tidings came 
Their prayers were ceased forever? 
Would we not wish we'd bade them strength 
Before the ties were severed? 
Oh tarry on! Ye soldiers brave! 
Your prayers to Heaven hailing. 
Oh pray for younger busy folk 
Whose prayers may well be failing. 


Romans 15:30 ¥ vatnatarye tstrive together 
with me in your prayers to God for me." 
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NOVEMBER 20 


TO A FRIEND'S HOUSE 


The way to your house, friend, 
Never seems to be long, 

For always I find there 
Both laughter and song. 

Tho' blustery north winds 
Send flurries of snow 

My heart still feels cozy 
As onward I go. 

Beside the white roadbed 
Standing tall, proud, and free 

The sheltering arms of 
The trees beckon me. 

But haste I must go on 
This cold, stormy night: 

I fancy a kitchen 
With welcoming lights. 

The full moon is tossing 
On cloud-banks of snow, 

While bravest of starlets, 
But faintly aglow 

Remind me of times I 
Have spent here before... 

Dear friend, I am drawing 
Nigh unto thy door.... 


Proverbs 27:10 "Thine own friend, and thy 
father's friend, forsake not..." 
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NOVEMBER 21 
NOVEMBER MUD 


I love November mud— 
When all the plowing's done, 
When all the outside jobs 
Get checked off one by one. 


I love that oozing slop... 
The silt and also clay, 

Tonight it might freeze and 
Be gone another day. 


Perhaps a sudden squall 
Of sleet and soggy snow 

Will cause the sun to shine 
Soon with a sparkling glow. 


But if the sun shines long 
On clean November snow, 

Reality comes back, 
Reduced to muddy flow. 


If life feels like November: 
Sloppy, oozy, flowy, 

Freezing, sunny, stormy, 
Muddy, squally, snowy— 


Take heart! for today's mud 
Could tomorrow's sunshine be. 

And you can face the struggles 
Of true reality. 


James 4:14 "Whereas ye know not what shall 
be on the morrow." 
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NOVEMBER 22 
A HANDSHAKE 


A handclasp is a way to greet 

Whenever strangers meet. 

They're reaching from two diff'rent worlds, 
Then no more strangers be. 


A handshake often says hello 

Whenever old friends meet— 

An outstretched hand, the fingers grasp, 
A greeting, oh so sweet. 


A handclasp is a seal of vows, 

Upon a wedding day; 

They shall be kept from then till death, 
And none shall go astray. 


A hand's oft shook in sympathy 
When loved ones pass away; 

A bond of love between two hearts 
Of mortals still must stay. 


A handshake sometimes says farewell; 
We hope to meet again. 

Oh may God's hand protect you here, 
And guide you safe to heav'n. 


There's lots of people shake my hand, 
They do both young and old; 

We don't think twice, just give a shake, 
And then release our hold. 


There are some folks who know me well, 
They know my bad and good; 


When we shake hands, it means much more, 
My heart feels understood. 


(continued on next page) 
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There is that feel of love and care 
Within the grasp that's giv'n, 

And there's that hope that we shall meet 
Upon the shores of heav'n. 


II Kings 10:15 "Is thine heart right, as my 
heart is with thy heart? ...If it be, give 
me thine hand..." 


NOVEMBER 23 
DEAR FRIENDS 


My dear friends I will write you a letter, 
For I know that your way groweth long, 
And I know that your hearts have a longing, 
For a cupful of sunshine and song. 

Oh remember in youth thy Creator, 

It is He who the whole world has made; 

And accept Him your Saviour and Maker, 

He will guide you in sunshine and shade. 
Oh forsake not the law of thy mother 

And thy father's commandments do keep. 
May you bind them fore'er to your bosom, 
They will watch over you when you sleep. 
When your way groweth long and so weary, 
And it seems you're not heard when you pray, 
Plant your faith so much firmer in Jesus, 

He can turn darkest night into day. 

Oh I pray for you, friends, very often, 
That your courage and strength will not fail, 
But I know in my heart that the devil 

Tries to send us to self-pity's jail. 

I would gladly bring to you much sunshine, 
If I only would know what to do, 

But instead I am writing this letter, 

So you know that I'm thinking of you. 


Philippians 1:8 "For God is my record, how 
greatly I long after you all in the bowels of 
Jesus Christ." 
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NOVEMBER 24 
HUMAN NATURE 


The greatest of inventions is 
The turning of the wheel. 
With sprockets, gears, and pulleys too, 
And bearings with a seal. 
How many grand inventions have 
Been based upon the wheel! 
From Mississippi paddle boats 
To trains on threads of steel; 
But human nature hasn't changed. 


Hydraulics too, remote controls, 
And gadgets of all sorts; 

And mammoth jets, great clumsy birds 
That fly to all world ports. 

There's better ways of doing things 
To help the work cut short. 

More time for leisure, self, and such: 
Especially for sports. 

For human nature hasn't changed. 


I want a lot; I want it now; 
I want it to be mine; 

But after me you might come first, 
Then fight for next in line. 

If you do as I tell you to, 
We'll get along just fine. 

I put the blame on someone else— 
The fault is sure not mine! 

No, human nature has not changed. 


This "human nature", no excuse, 
We all start out the same, 


But once we truly know the Lord 
We battle in His name. 


(continued on next page) 
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The greatest, fiercest battle in 
Each bosom is the same— 

Unless the battle is the Lord's 
We only fight in vain. 

For human nature has not changed. 


Genesis 6:5 "And God saw. that the 
wickedness of man was great in the earth, 
and that every imagination of the thoughts 
of his heart was only evil continually." 


NOVEMBER 25 


THE SOD OF MY HEART 


I find it hard to bring to words 

The thoughts that in my heart have stirred. 
Within my soul the hand of God 

Has plowed the furrows of the sod, 
Reminded me that I am not 

E'en capable of one good thought. 

His voice again has showed to me, 

I'm full of gross iniquity. 

My soul was full of thorn and weed, 

Of hoe and spade there was a need 

To cleanse me from my sin and dross: 
Plow on, O God, show me my cross. 
Make soft this cold, cold heart of stone, 
Take me and mould me as Thine own. 
The shadow of the world had come 
Between me and Thy shining Son. 
Could I like the moon in night gone by, 
Shine once more in the starry sky. 

And seek no glory of my own— 

Reflect but Thee upon thy throne. 


Psalm 119:75 "I know, O Lord, that thy judg- 
ments are right, and that thou in faithfulness 


hast afflicted me." 
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NOVEMBER 26 


TOOTHPASTE 


I had squeezed a little toothpaste 
From the tube unto my brush, 
But I'd squeezed a little plenty 
In my frenzied, frantic rush. 
There is one thing about toothpaste: 
Once it's out, it won't go in, 
Tho' with utmost perseverance, 
You can never, never win. 


Oh, we use a little toothpaste 
To clean out our dirty mouth, 
But what really, truly matters 
Is the words that come thereout. 
They can never be retracted, 
Like the paste out of the tube; 
We do well to guard their coming 
For we can't unspew the spewed. 


Gentle words, and true, and honest 
Do not crave to be recalled, 
But just like a little toothpaste, 
They refresh where'er they fall. 
So with fervent prayer and watching 
Speak to others soft, with grace— 
So the world is less besplattered 
Like a tube of wasted paste. 


Proverbs 10:19 "In the multitude of words 
there wanteth not sin: but he that refraineth 
his lips is wise." 
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NOVEMBER 27 
THE MARVEL OF A SEED 


They're dead by all appearance, 
These little kernels dry, 

Yet deep within each bosom 
A living hope there lies. 


The task seems super senseless 
To lay them all to sleep, 

Down close to earth's soft heartbeats 
Into her bosom deep. 


In dark and secret chambers 
Untouched by sun or dew, 

The seed must die to nurture 
The plant that grows anew. 


They live by selfless giving, 
They die so they can live. 

Green shoot and tender blossom 
A greater beauty give. 


Could we as Christian people 
A lesson learn hereby— 

To live by selfless giving 
And thereby seem to die. 


In dark and secret chambers 
The tender human heart 

Should die to self so others 
Can live—a noble part. 


I Corinthians 15:36 ".,.that which thou 
sowest is not quickened, except it die." 
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NOVEMBER 28 


YOU'LL BE A MAN 


The year that now is past and gone 
Just shows your life is striding on. 
You've left the fleeting childhood years 
As manhood on horizon nears. 

The lessons learned will bide you well, 
They've helped you good from evil tell. 
If Heav'nward was your goal, your aim, 
The year that's fled was not in vain. 


The year that stretches on before 

Can help you on to manhood's shore. 

If noble are your dreams and goals 

The Lord will guide through storms and shoal. 
Be not dismayed, sometimes you'll fail 

When fierce is howling tempest's gale. 

God grant you faith for each dark night 

When hope is but a speck of light. 


Christ gladly helps, but we must ask 

For strength to face each daunting task. 
Make prayer your daily anchor rope,. 
'Twill be your greatest strength and hope. 
God grant you sunny skies of blue 

With rain enough to keep you true. 

Ask Him to guide your dreams and days, 
You'll be a man in few short days. 


Titus 2:6 "Young men likewise exhort to be 
sober minded." 


354 


NOVEMBER 29 


A HOME'S NECESSITY 


Our daughter off to the hospital went, 

Her breathing was harsh and her energy spent; 
Pneumonia was declared the culprit to be, 
She'll need oxygen, antibiotics, IV. 


Then four long days later they sent her off home. 
"Now watch her right closely and don't let her roam 
This being October, it seemed like a grind 

To keep our tomboy to the kitchen confined. 


"I'll be very good," was her promise sincere 
That lasted till snowfall at close of the year; 
Then one Sunday evening (as children will do) 
She had a slight cough and a bit of "Kerchoo!" 


She went to the snowbanks to frolick and play 

But paid for it dear with a hospital stay; 

And since she's a youngster and can't stay alone, 
My wife stayed down with her, left us six at home. 


Not taken for granted a mother should be— 

That fact very quickly was brought home to me... 
With two girls to comb and the lunches to make, 
A fire in the woodstove the cold winds to shake; 


There's cows to be milked and goats that do too, 
Then hitch up the horses and troop off to school. 
But on our return trip our grandma picked up 
To tidy the kitchen and meals to fix up. 


The message I have is for all married men— 
Don't ever take your wife for granted again. 


Proverbs 18:22 "Whoso findeth a wife findeth 


a good thing, and obtaineth favour of the 
Lord.” 
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NOVEMBER 30 


REMEMBER TO LEAVE IT THERE 


How easy 'tis to kneel in prayer 
And bring to God our pain and care. 
The challenge is, let go, and dare, 
Remembering to leave it there. 


We gladly bring it all to God, 
Creator of the seas and sod. 
Does it not seem a little odd 
We fail to leave our cares with God? 


We rise from prayer and feel refreshed, 
Content to know that God knows best. 

Yet soon we feel that haunting guest. 
We, thoughtless, build for cares, a nest. 


The cares are back. Oh, can it be 
That we forgot to turn the key? 

Then throw it far out in the sea, 
And leave it there perpetually? 


It's good to kneel to God in prayer, 
Present to Him our woes and care. 

Yes, bring it all, and nothing spare. 
Remember, though, to leave it there. 


Philippians 4:6 "Be careful for nothing; but 
in every thing by prayer and supplication with 
thanksgiving let your requests be mude known 
unto God." 
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DECEMBER 


THE BLACKSMITH 


"Neath swinging blows his anvil rings, 
Of brains and brawn he is the king. 
His hands—a pair of grapple hooks, 

His arms, strong cylinders—by looks. 
It's quite a diff'rent sort of thing 

Than measly pens the scribe do swing. 
And then for brains the blacksmith's tops— 
He's sort of like a country cop. 

He sees how lame some horses run 
Before their owner catches on. 

When farmer says, “Old Freddy here 

Is acting really sort of queer. 

He runs a little such and so, 

But what is wrong, I'd like to know?" 
The blacksmith harks with patient heart 
While farmer spiels his woeful part. 


The blacksmith starts some hints to give 
Of how the horse could better live, 

And then suggests of how he'll fix— 
The farmer butts—"Oh that—Oh nix! 
That only will make Freddy worse! 

I'm sure that never really works!" 
While farmer rambles on and on 

The blacksmith hums a patient song. 
"Now trim those feet like that and such, 
You'll see how Freddy better struts." 
He'll rattle on through clinch and bend, 
So glad his free advice to lend. 

Then when at last the blacksmith's done 
The helpful farmer heads for home. 
"How well old Freddy really runs! 

I'm glad I helped the blacksmith some." 


(continued on next page) 
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While Freddy prances down the road 
The blacksmith's hum to song explodes. 
His tune enhanced by anvil's ring, 
His wrath expelled with hammer's swing. 
And then he grins despite himself, 

As he recalled the farmer's "help"— 
The farmer failed to have observed 

His humming drowned the prattling words. 
He knew three months—or maybe four 
Would pass ere Freddy came once more. 
"T need a tune-in now and then, 

The farmers—most are gentle men. 

I wouldn't trade for politics, 

Though money's crumbs I only lick. 

It makes a satisfying day 

To see a horse run sound again." 


The blacksmiths are important guys— 
Without their choice our lifestyle dies. 
He makes a lame horse running sound— 
Sometimes perchance th' other way ‘round. 
But we forgive them 'cause they tried 

To shoe our clumsy crossbred Clyde. 

We wouldn't trade a fancy van 

For visits to the blacksmith man. 

They are a hale and hearty bunch— 
They'll change a shoe by sight or hunch. 
Our country owes them gratitude, 

For what's a horse without a shoe? 
They've got their whims and fancies each. 
They're swift to learn and apt to teach. 
But by and by it all boils down 
To—shoes stay on and horse runs sound. 
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DECEMBER 1 
AFTER THE BLIZZARD 


The blizzard raged fierce like 
A pack of wild hounds. 

It pelted and plastered 
The snow all around. 

The wise and the prudent 
Sought shelter and warmth 

While fearless and foolish 
Played out in the storm. 


But after the blizzard 
Life needs to go on, 

We shovel the snowbanks 
With vigour and brawn. 

All paths that we travel 
Must be clear of snow. 

Our focus is forward, 
For thus we must go. 


So, too, like in blizzards 
Of life that we meet 

We oft seek for shelter 
At dear Jesus' feet. 

Here's safety and comfort 
For weary to rest, 

A foretaste of heaven, 
Here's strength for the test. 


But after the blizzard 
Life needs to go on, 
So bolster your efforts 
Of prayer, praise, and song. 
So, up and at living 
With vigour and zeal 
For blizzards can strengthen 
And God's Love reveal. 
Revelation 3:21 "To him that overcometh will 
I grant to sit with me in my throne..." 
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DECEMBER 2 


THE FULLNESS OF TIME 
As promised to Adam 


In the Garden of old; 

In the fulfillment of time, 
Like the prophets foretold 

In the old dispensation: 
And unto the new, 

Where the children of God can 
Be Gentile or Jew. 


The priest Zacharias, 
A man of ripe years, 
Performed the priest's office, 
Prayed God to give ear. 
Then sudden appeared there 
An angel of light... 
"Fear not Zacharias, 
For God heard thy plight; 


A son thou shalt have and 
His name shall be John; 

He'll get the world ready 
For greater to come." 

"Pray, how can this be, Lord? 
Please give me a sign." 

"Thy tongue shall be deadened 
Till the fullness of time." 


When Gabriel appeared 
To Mary one night, 

Expounding the Way of 
Salvation and Light, 

"Behold, I'm your handmaid 
Lord, so let it be. 

If that is your will, Lord, 
Then use even me." 


Now what was the diff' 'twixt 
These long-ago folk? 
The one lingered doubting, 
One took up her yoke. 
(continued on next page) 
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One received blessing 
Obedience brought; 

One suffered loss which the 
Doubter's heart wrought. 


So we, late descendants, 
When summoned to stand, 
Let's rise and take courage 
For the task that's at hand. 
"Behold, I'm your servant, 
Be the task great or small." 
With Jesus beside us 
We'll conquer them all. 


Luke 1:38 "And Mary said, Behold the hand- 
maid of the Lord..." 


DECEMBER 3 
ONE STEP CLOSER 


Once more Christmas is drawing nigh, 
One step closer to death and the grave; 
We look back and we wonder why 
All these blessings so freely God gave. 
One year older, and what have we learned? 
Are we wiser thru time we've been giv'n? 
Were we thoughtless, and moments have spurned? 
Are we closer to being in heaven? 


One step forward with Jesus my Lord, 
Thru unknown battlefields He's my guide. 
Trusting ever in God's holy Word, 
What need I fear with Christ at my side? 
His chart and compass my comfort shall be, 
Only His blood from ruin can save. 
One step closer to eternity, 
One step closer to death and the grave. 


I Thessalonians 2:12 "That ye would walk 
worthy of God, who hath called you unto his 


kingdom and glory. 4 
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DECEMBER 4 


TRUSTING IN THE REINS 


'Twas a cold and stormy day 
As to town I made my way 

And the horses had the blizzard in their face; 
But they trusted in the rein, 

I would shield from needless pain, 
So they willing and courageous set the pace. 


They don't know just why I went, 
‘Stead of staying home content, 

But they meekly followed every last command; 
So I steered them past the ditch 

And 'twixt traffic as I wished, 
Almost thirty years experience in my hands. 


So my Lord will sometimes guide 
Where the storms of life preside, 

And I wonder why I face the blizzard so; 
Like the horses that I drive, 

I must trust that we'll arrive; 
Where my Lord and Saviour chooses, I must go. 


So I'm trusting in His reins, 
Knowing that the storms and pains 

All will help me to reach Heaven some glad day. 
There no blizzards ever come, 

But God's faithful rest at home: 
Ever thankful that they trusted in His reins. 


Hebrews 2:13 "I ‘will put my trust in him." 
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DECEMBER 5 
THE SONGS OUR CHILDREN SING 


There's nothing that warms up 
The heart of a man 

Like hearing the songs 
That his children sang. 

Tho' these are the songs that 
He often has sung 

They bear much more weight on 
His children's tongues. 


There's naught so refreshing 
As to hear a new song 

That bears the same message 
He knew all along; 

Such heavenly music 
Makes heart bells to ring: 

It throbs in our bosom 
When our children sing. 


Tho' tears sting our eyelids 
And tingling our spine, 

We're grateful for teachers 
Who've taught them these lines. 

A heritage precious 
This singing of ours 

That can't be replaced in 
The sunshine or shower. 


Since the dawn of creation, 
From Genesis on, 
God wants man to praise Him 
With heart, hand, and song. 
We need to be thankful 
For this heritage 
And keep it in practice 
Throughout ev'ry age. 
Psalm 95:1 "QO come, let us sing unto the 
Lords. 


363 


DECEMBER 6 


HOME FOR CHRISTMAS 


Home for Christmas! 
We have all 
Answered to that 
Happy call, 
When our parents 
And our friends 
Hailed us from the earth's far ends. 


The man had cancer, 
Weak was he. 

Home for Christmas? 
Could it be? 

Home for Christmas. 
Mournful day. 

In the casket still he lay. 


Home for Christmas! 
Cares behind! 

Eyes fore'er to earth made blind. 
Home for Christmas 

He did go, 
While we others stayed below. 


(In memory of Clayton Sauder) 


Hebrews 11:16 "But now they desire a better 
country, that is, an heavenly..." 
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DECEMBER 7 
HALTET AN! 


Wenn der Weg scheint hart, und steinig und krumm, 
Wenn dir wundert, "Sinn Kinder gans so dumm?" 
Wenn euch bald treibt an dem Bogan rum— 

Denn haltet an—und haltet an—and haltet an— 

Weil mir weist net was kumt—am Bogan rum. 


Wenn die Sonne kumt raus and scheint so schae 

Und es glanzt und glitzt auf dem neue Schnee; 
Wenn's euch dinkt die Kinder dins f'leicht ferschtae— 
Denn haltet an—und haltet an—und haltet an. 

Arjetz lehrnt ebba was mir net dra denk't. 


Wenn der kalt Wind blost bis eur Blut ball friert 
Und dir denk't dir hent shon alles browiert— 
Und die Kinder hen doch sich gnaps beriert— 
Denn haltet an—und haltet an—und haltet an— 
Ebmols schaft's wan mir's nahmlich Ding browiert. 


Weil mir wissen nie net wie negst mir sinn; 

Und fer tzu geschwind schtoppe wer doch shlimm. 
Denn haltet an—durch dick und dinn. 

Haltet an—wenn der kalt Wind blost— 

Haltet an—wenn eurer blut ball friert— 

Haltet an—wenn der Weg ist krumm— 

Weil's best ist oft am Bogan rumm. 

Und arjetz tut feleicht ebba, ebbas lerne 

Was sie net dra denke—bis fiele Tag schpater. 


Philippians 3:14 "I press toward the mark 
for the prize of the high calling of God in 
Christ Jesus." 


DECEMBER 8 
BAGGAGE INSPECTION 


I was travelling on 
To a fair, distant land 
With a great load of baggage 
On my back and in hand 
Then I came to a sign 
Which in bold letters said, 
"Inspection of baggage 
Just one step ahead!" 


With a shuddering sigh and 
Relief for my back, 

Down for the Inspector 
I plopped my dear sacks. 

"Our border inspections 
Quite thorough must be, 

For stringent the rules of 
Our imports," quoth He. 


Beyond him a fork in 
The road could be seen, 
And a forest between them 
Impasssable seemed. 
The right road looked cheerful 
With its sign "To Fair Land", 
The left started downhill 
To the city "Sad End". 


Now quickly my bags had 
Their contents upturned; 

For better selection 
I suddenly yearned. 

"You're lucky you stopped for 
Inspection," He said, 

"For the gateway 'twixt Time and 
Beyond lies ahead." 


(continued on next page) 
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"Your baggage of grumbles 
And grudges and gripes 

Is definitely not 
For the road to the right; 

They only grow bigger 
When troubles beset, 

To the left they will pull you— 
Your reward you will get. 


"Go, sort out your baggage, 
The choices are thine; 
Your cargo's your fate at 
The ending of time." 
Thus ending, He left me 
My baggage to pack. 
At the border called Death I 
Can never turn back. 
I John 1:7 "...and the blood of Jesus Christ 
his Son cleanseth us from all sin." 


DECEMBER 9 
NEW YEAR ASSIGNMENT 


The tired Old Year heaves a small gentle sigh 
As softly it whispers its last goodbye. 

Now silent it waits for the last midnight bell 
That solemnly signals its final farewell. 

Those moments we wasted while the sun still shone 
Rekindled can't be once the heartbeat is gone. 


The New Year opens an unblemished eye. 
What bettered can be while still brightens the sky? 
Can nothing be done as the New Year we face? 
No, nothing but trust in God's all-saving grace. 
Yes, pray! brethren, pray! 'Tis the best we can do! 
Have faith, hope, and charity, and strive to be true. 


Luke 13:24 "Strive to enter in at the strait 
ghtecen" 
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DECEMBER 10 


AANST 


If you rearrange the letters 
That are printed up above 
You can change the word to Santa, 
Christmas Elf that most folks love. 
But it also spells out Satan, 
Who's the father of all lies 
And he's glad folks worship Santa, 
Rather than the God on high. 


Santa is, in all his glamour, 
Anti-Christ in other clothes, 

For he twists the truth of Christmas 
By those charming ways he knows. 

Many folks keep crafted idols 
Of the manger scene beside, 

Thus old Satan in his shrewdness 
Keeps them hereby satisfied. 


Many don't want to remember 
Why Christ came in form of man; 
That the reason for His coming 
Was to fill Salvation's plan. 
The real reason we have Christmas 
Is that Christ could therefore die; 
Then He broke death's bands assunder 
With great triumph up on high. 


For the human race all fallen 
Must repent from all their sin; 

Then the struggle becomes daily 
To Keep righteousness within. 

To receive the Christ of Christmas, 
He's the Way to Heaven's love; 

He's our Captain, Guide, and Compass 
To eternal rest above. 


I Timothy 5:15 "For some are already turned 
aside after Satan." 
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DECEMBER 11 
TAKE COURAGE 
When the tempest rages round me 


In a wild and stormy land, 

And it seems I'm all forsaken, 

Oft I barely yet can stand. 

When the folks I counted loyal 

Falter back and leave me lone, 

Then I struggle feebly onward, 

Though the storm more fierce has grown, 

Oh, I must, I must remember, 

We are mortals every one, 

And perhaps they took for granted 

That I would not feel alone. 

Or perhaps their strength has faltered, 

Or perhaps their courage failed, 

And they could not keep up longer 

As the storm around them wailed. 

I must take it all to Jesus, 

He alone can understand. 

He was once alone, forsaken, 

Midst a mocking, wicked band. 

Oh, perchance there is another 

Standing lone, where I think not, 

And he peers through gath'ring darkness, 

Down the road—but I come not. 

Oh, his eyes with tears are blinded, 

And he scarce the torch can hold. 

And he needs my prayers more earnest 
As he struggles on t'ward Home. 

Let's remember that the prophet, 

When he thought he stood alone, 

God rebuked him, "Men by thousands 

I have counted as my own." 

Let us never cease our praying 

As we struggle on our way, 

May we be united yonder, 

In that blissful, endless day. 
I Kings 19:18 "Yet I have left me seven 
thousand in Israel, all the knees which have 
not bowed unto Baal..." 
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DECEMBER 12 
LESS THAN NOTHING 


The tinsel so merrily glittered 
With lights was the tree all adorned, 

The stockings were hung by the hearthstones 
For Santa the chimney was warmed. 


The food beyond senses was eaten, 
And empty the bottles were found. 

The gifts lay in heaps unattended 
When Christmas time had passed around. 


Do we, like the world, (tho' more moderate) 
Spend carnally all this glad day? 

Was this the sole reason for gladness? 
Have we spent our Christmas this way? 


When Christmas is over and ended, 
What then does the world still have left? 

If this is the reason for gladness, 
Quite soon will their hearts be bereft. 


The world with extravagant gladness 
Had Christmas most pleasing to flesh. 

Have we, in the same carnal spirit, 
Held Christmas, but only with less? 


The world, when it's done, has got nothing 
To cherish, to keep, and to bless. 

If the world, when it's done, has got nothing, 
Then we, (the more moderate) have less! 


II Corinthians 4:4 "In whom the god of this 
world hath blinded the minds of them which 
Delieve not. ! 
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DECEMBER 13 


BUILDING 


Oh, I simply cannot do it! 

For in truth I don't know how. 
I'm no builder—I'm a farmer, 
Always was, both then and now. 
But they didn't buy excuses, 
I'm their contact man they said. 
"If you need help, go and get it, 
Build a horse and buggy shed. 
We'll supply you with materials, 
But your labours shall be free. 
For a safer place for horses, 
There's a need, we all agree." 


So it happened that the framing 

Fell upon my hands unskilled, 

And with help from friends and neighbours, 
Tried my best a shed to build. 

So it is with God in Heaven 

No excuses He will buy. 

But he'll strengthen, guide, direct us, 
If we but our best will try. 

Though I am no master builder 
There's a job that's meant for me 

And perhaps in distant future, 

I, the reason, too, shall see. 


II Thessalonians 3:5 "And the Lord direct 
your hearts into the love of God..." 
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DECEMBER 14 


SUNSET FOLK 


The sunset folk may wonder why 
They still are left behind 

While loved ones they have Known are gone 
Beyond the Great Divide. 


These wrinkled hands, in morning hours 
Were nimble, fresh, and spry. 

The bouncing steps of folks then young 
Made many hours fly. 


In noontime hours, they waxed and grew, 
Their stength and stature prime: 

The Master Gard'ner's servants, they 
Toiled on, 'neath sunny skies. 


When shadows grew, and lengthened still, 
Now slower was their pace; 

Full well they know it can't be long 
Till ending of the race. 


And now the sunset years are here, 
What can folks do today? 

As long as heart and mind are sound, 
Still pray, and pray...and pray. 


Colossians 4:2 "Continue in prayer, and 
watch in the same with thanksgiving." 
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DECEMBER 15 


MY STEPS 


The step that I have taken now, 
I'll never take again; 

The one that I am taking now 
Has never taken been. 


Take heed, my soul, what steps you take, 
Which way do they now go? 

Do they run after worldly things, 
Or seek some good bestow? 


Each step I take down wayward paths 
Takes double to restore; 

And well could be that wrong-timed step 
My last forever more. 


Another soul is after me 
And follows on my trail, 

So if I lead that soul astray, 
How bitter I must wail. 


So I'll take heed; each step I take 
Shall ever upward be; 

So I may strengthen weary souls 
Who follow after me. 


Psalm 37:23 "The steps of a good man are 
ordered by the Lord: and he delighteth in 
his way." 
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DECEMBER 16 


THE NIGHT OF GLORY 


There is an old, old story 
Retold each year again, 

About that blest night of glory 
In little Bethlehem. 


Two trav'llers on a dusty road, 
A man with loving wife, 

The donkey gently bore the load 
Without a sign of strife. 


They came up to a crowded inn 
But could not find a room 

Where they might come and sleep within, 
Be safe from cold and gloom. 


There was stable bleak and cold 
Close by that crowded place; 

And angels with their harps of gold 
Brought there their songs of grace. 


Some shepherds on a hillside 
Were startled by the song. 

They saw from out of heaven glide 
The herald angel throng. 


Good news, glad tidings of great joy 
To you and all mankind. 

Go tell to every girl and boy! 
To all the poor and blind. 


Make haste upon this very day 
To humble Bethlehem, 

And there in stable manger laid 
You'll find the King of Men. 


(continued on next page) 
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Let's, like the shepherds, make good speed, 
And with hearts full of song 

Praise Him who wants our ev'ry deed 
To praise Him all along. 


Luke 2:15 "Let us now go even unto 
Bethlehem..." 


DECEMBER 17 
HEAVENLY SEASONS 


The winter air, so fresh and crisp 
You almost bite it with your lips; 

The fickle frost each twig transforms, 
With silver shrouds the hedge of thorns; 

Can heaven really purer be? 
'Tis purer far, God promised me. 


The pale green shoots stretch for the sun, 
From dying seed, new life has sprung, 

Old mother earth their grave won't be— 
By dying, seeds God's truth set free. 

They do in form Christ's life portray, 
He neither in the tomb could stay. 


The summer's dreams in shimm'ring shades 
Caress the pools where heron wades; 

The leaves are full; the fruit has set; 
Ah, linger long in the sunset yet. 

The dappled floor of wood's retreat 
Fortells of endless summer sweet. 


In golden orbs the pumpkins squat 
And brittle leaves find cozy cot, 

Corn's heavy ears hold kernels hard 
While crimson trees black furrows guard. 

Is Heaven really more sublime? 
Yes! Promised at the end of time. ‘ 
Ecclesiates 3:1 "To every thing there 1s a 
season, and a time to every purpose under 
the heaven." 
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DECEMBER 18 


THE FLIGHT OF OUR LIFE 


The arrow is launched, 
Goes speeding along, 
'Twill fly to its mark, 
Be time short or long. 
When hits it the mark? 
When God says it's done. 


The time of our death 
We don't need to know, 

But one thing is sure, 
We reap what we sow. 

We need to take heed, 
Be ready to go. 


Some people predict 

The day and the hour, 
But that's not the part 

O'er which we have pow'r. 
Get ready today, 

For grace lives this hour. 


So fly to your mark! 
Oh fly, arrow fly! 

How happy the man 
Who's ready to die. 

If Christ is our life, 
At death we don't sigh. 


Numbers 23:10 "Let me die the death of the 
righteous, and let my last end be like his!" 
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DECEMBER 19 


THE LORD HAS HELPED 


"The Lord has helped me on thus far." 
I gazed into the aged face. 

"Remember, God has reasons for 
The duties of the human race. 


"It has not always easy been, 
But if we trust to God our ecares, 

He'll give us strength the war to win, 
And help us flee from Satan's snares." 


The man was twice my age and more, 
I know he held the deacon's call. 

My battle raged not quite as sore, 
My mountain seemed not quite as tall. 


If God helped him, He would help me. 
"O Lord, my feeble faith increase; 

E'en tho' the way I cannot see, 
But trusting Thee will bring sweet peace." 


The more I pondered on those words, 
"Thus far the Lord hath helped me on", 

The more my cares flew 'way like birds. 
Faith's feeble flame the brighter shone. 


Pa Samuel eis 2Z " ..Hitherto hath the Lord 
helped us." 
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DECEMBER 20 
SPEAK ON! 


"Samuel! Samuel!" 

The lad awakened from his sleep. 
"What is it you want?" 

He asked Eli, the priest. 
"You must have dreamed," 

The elder shook his hoary head, 
"Now hasten, my child, 

And lie upon thy bed." 


"Samuel! Samuel!" 
Once again 

A voice called soft and clear. 
The child made haste 

To his master's bed, 
"Eli, I am here." 


"Samuel! Samuel!" 
What could it mean? 

A voice so sweet and low! 
The third time then 

The priest declared, 
"It is the Lord, I know." 


"Samuel! Samuel!" 
"Yes, my Lord, speak on! 
For I am here!" 
A message hard for a lad so young 
To the man he loved so dear. 
But the aged priest would not defer, 
And when he heard the sentence grave 
His head in shame bowed low. 


"Samuel! Samuel!" 
When I hear the Lord now calling me, 
Do I respond with, "Here am I 
Speak on, O Lord, send me?" 


(continued on next page) 
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Or do I shrink at tasks He sets 
And ask to be set free! 

Or is perhaps, the task too small, 
And I'm too proud to go! 

Oh, would to God I'd answer Him, 
"Speak on! Send me, I'll go!" 


Isaiah 6:8 "Here am I; send me." 


DECEMBER 21 


BURNING BRIDGES 


The bridges you've burned 
May bring you to shame; 
You thought it's a joke, 
'Twas only a game. 
The friendships you've broken, 
The trust you have lost, 
Harsh words you have spoken, 
Will bring you a cost; 
Bad choices you've made 
That can't be upturned, 
In truth these are only 
The bridges you've burned. 
Like chickens at morn 
Will scatter for food 
Remember, at sunset 
They come home to brood; 
The bridges you've burned 
May bring you to shame, 
The time may well come 
When you need them again. 


Jude 21 "Keep yourselves in the love of God, 
looking for the mercy of our Lord Jesus Christ 
unto eternal life." 
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DECEMBER 22 
THE WISE SEEK JESUS 


The wise men seeking Jesus came, 
He did not go to them. 

They travelled long in seeking Him, 
Came to Jerusalem. 

"Where is this newborn King?" they asked, 
"We've travelled far to see." 

The rich and famous gathered round 
Such shocking news received. 

They searched the prophet's parchment old; 
"In Bethlehem," they read. 

"Go seek Him, so I too may go, 
To worship," Herod said. 


The wise men must have been surprised 
That rich and noble men 

Did not e'en know about this King, 
So close, in Bethlehem. 

As they set out, the star again 
Assured them of the way; 

And there they found the little child; 
So glad their hearts that day. 

But God soon warned them in a dream, 
"Go home another way. 

For Herod seeks the young child's life, 
And will attempt to slay." 


"We'll kill each boy in Bethlehem," 
The wicked king declared, 

"And certain be ye soldier men 
No Jewish "king" is spared." 

So Rama wept in loud lament, 
No comfort could be found, 

For Satan gloated with content 
"I've put this new king down." 

But God, all wise, an angel sent 
To Joseph in a dream 


(continued on next page) 
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"Get up! and flee to Egypt's land." 
So Jesus was redeemed. 


This Jesus, now no more a child, 
Stands at our door and knocks, 

And wise the men, who seek Him still 
And will their heart unlock. 

But Satan still seeks to destroy, 
And wants to be our King. 

Still fierce can many battles rage 
'Twix Satan and our King. 

Though Satan has a mighty pow'r, 
Our God has strength supreme. 

He always was, and is, will be, 
Almighty Lord and King. 
Matthew 2:8 "...Go and _ search diligently 
for the young child..." 


DECEMBER 23 
GOTTES ORDNUNG 


Der Herr hat alle Welt erschaft, 
Aus nichts hat alles gut gemacht; 

Der siebent Tag erschaut Er's an 
Und heist es gut was Er gethan. 


Der Mensch Er schuf in seinem Bild 
Zu herschen tiber Tiere wild; 

Mit Miih und Arbeit musz er gehn 
Sich zu erndhr'n dasz er kan stehn. 


Wenn ich betrachte solchen Gott 
Will ich Ihm dienen friih und spat, 
Mit allem Mund und Seel und Herz, 
Durch Freud und Triibsal, Angst und Schmerz. 


Tune: The Hunter Winds His Bugle Horn 
Genesis 1:31 "And God saw every thing that 
he had made, and, behold, it was very good.' 
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DECEMBER 24 


I SHOULD, IN TIME 


I should have brought another coat; 
I shivered in the biting cold. 

How stupid was such wishing now— 
For I had known the wind was raw. 

My heavy coat had hung right there— 
Inviting, warm, prepared for wear. 

But opportunity was gone, 
In shame I'd have to shiver on. 


And then I thought, and shivered more; 
What if it had been Heaven's door 

That I had missed, by loitering? 
Forever lost. A dreadful thing. 

Would I a foolish virgin be? 
Of extra oil see hardly need? 

Would I bewail a door that's locked? 
And hear the voice, "I know you not"? 


O Lord, I need your blood today 
To wash my guilt and sin away; 

Not just for me, but all mankind 
Forever warmth at Home to find. 

So give us faith to buy more oil 
To keep us thru till midnight call 

If we accept You as our King 
We have no need for shivering. 


Matthew 25:4 "But the wise took oil in their 
vessels with their lamps." 
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DECEMBER 25 
A PAINLESS CHRISTMAS 


For fifty years she suffered, 
Her body racked with pain. 

She must have longed for freedom 
To only walk again. 


Her gnarled and crippled fingers 
Were seldom idle seen, 

She lived her life for others; 
How cheerful, oft, she seemed! 


Once for a prince of England 
She knit some booties cute, 

Of books and worthwhile stories, 
She penned a multitude. 


A human, yes, imperfect; 
Yet strove to do God's will. 
So oft an inspiration 
To those who knew her well. 


What could she want for Christmas 
But rest all free from pain? 

At last her wish was granted 
Ere Christmas came again. 


She rests at Home this Christmas, 


All pain has flown away; 
Around her plain black casket 
The last respects are paid. 


We're glad she's free this Christmas, 
Yet how our hearts still bleed. 

Lord, give us true repentance, 
And faith, that we shall meet. 


(In memory of Sarah Brubacher who 
died December 23, 2008) 
Revelation 7:17 "...and God shall wipe all 
tears from their eyes." 
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DECEMBER 26 
INVENTORY 


As dusk of the old year 
Steals over the land 

We take inventory 
Of what is on hand. 

We balance our numbers 
To show loss or gain, 

And then in the new year 
We'll start out again. 


One column that possibly 
Slips past our mind— 

Our heart's inventory 
Should not be left blind. 

Each corner be ransacked, 
Each crevice uproot— 

The tree's been long planted, 
Now what is the fruit? 


Are bushels of jealousy, 
Barrels of spite? 

And bins full of feelings 
That don't sit just right? 

Do we feed all the tigers 
Of gossip and pride? 

What is in our hearts as 
We open them wide? 


Are fruits of the Spirit 
Quite evident there? 
Peacefulness, graciousness, 
And willing to share? 
A humble submission 
To our lot in life— 
Prayerful and earnest in 
A world full of strife? 


(continued on next page) 
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Be faithful, all honour 
To others bestow; 
Let no man deceive you, 
We reap what we sow. 
Our heart's inventory 
Not hidden can be— 
There's something that's showing 
For others to see. 
I Timothy 6:19 "Laying up in store for them- 
selves a good foundation against the time to 
come, that they may lay hold on eternal life." 


DECEMBER 27 
THE YEAR'S EBB 


Like a slow, gentle wave the darkness has come, 
With a soft, hushful sigh, the old year is gone. 

The sad, moaning nightwinds were roaming afar, 
Now whisper together 'neath glimmering stars. 

The fragile, young, new year is eager and gay, 
For soon will be dawning its first wint'ry day. 


There's a rhythmic tick-tock of clock on the shelf; 
A long-drawn-out wheeze when the hands reach 
the twelve; 
In echoing rooms throb the slow, doleful bongs. 
The sturdy old clock would last minutes prolong. 
Refreshed after sending the old year to doom, 
The slow, peaceful ticking once more fills the room. 
So calm and serene, like a babe in a crib, 
The frail, happy new year is flutt'ring its lids. 


Job 26:10 "...until the day and night come 
to an end." 
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DECEMBER 28 
BACK TO EGYPT 


The Israelites from Egypt fled, 
By cloud and fire pillar led 
Away from slavery's ruthless pain, 
It seemed the world was theirs to gain. 
But lo! The Red Sea lies before, 
A rugged, vast, forbidding shore, 
And Pharaoh's army presses close, 
Intent, his mighty strength to show. 


"Had Egypt graves enough, and spare?" 
The people wailed in deep despair; 
And when from thirst, their strength was spent, 
"To Egypt" was their strange lament. 
To Egypt! Back to what we knew. 
In Egypt we drank morning's dew. 
To Egypt? Foolish their request, 
But now dark Egypt seemed but blest. 


How much like Israel we today 
Will start upon a better way; 
But when we're struck by stormy blast 
We, foolish, long for Egypts past. 
Back to those evil paths we knew, 
We long to sip in bondage, dew. 
We lack the courage to go on, 
And so, for Egypt's bondage, long. 


Find strength in prayer for feeble hand 
And press along to Caanan's land. 

There milk and honey freely flow, 
God's richest blessings we will know. 


Galatians 4:9 "But now, after that ye have 
known God, or rather are known of God, how 
turn ye again to the weak and _ beggarly 
elements, whereunto ye desire again to be 
in bondage." 
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DECEMBER 29 


WISDOM 


Where's the spot, is it thought, 
That can wisdom be bought? 
And what is the cost of this pricey affair? 
The rock brings forth gold 
And fine silver, I'm told; 
Trade winds bring rare spices from Orient fair. 


The thorns bring forth roses 
In fragrant reposes, 
The lilies pure white are the crown of the field. 
But wisdom; its getting 
Has scholars a-fretting. 
Thru learning, the knowledge of science is sealed. 


But seek first God's kingdom 
And you will find wisdom, 
Its pure simple truths does the Bible portray. 
Oh seek it secure it, 
You'll never regret it; 
How blessed the man with whom wisdom doth stay. 


Job 28:28 "Behold, the fear of the Lord, 
that is wisdom..." 
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DECEMBER 30 


STRENGTH FOR THE TASK 


To travel on when skies are blue 

Is quite an easy thing to do, 

But when they turn to black or grey, 

And winds start fierce from other ways, 
Then trav'lling on more courage takes, 

My heart within me sometimes quakes. 

But still I'll go where I am sent, 

A man that's on a mission bent. 

Tho' criticized, and questioned oft, 

Lord keep my heart within me soft. 

The strongest trees have felt the wind, 
Been bent, but strengthened deep within. 
Oh Lord, give strength, tho' friends may scorn, 
To do the task you've sent me for: 
Mistakes there'll be, wrong steps I'll take, 
Lord give me strength, them right to make. 
Lord of myself I am but naught, 

I'm weak. Thou strong. A pleasant thought. 
Give me the strength and grace I need 

To do the task as pleaseth Thee. 

I'll travel on, with You beside, 

Tho' I am in the fire tried. 

So step by step I'll journey on, 

To do the task that You have shown. 


I John 2:24 "...ye also shall continue in 
the Son, and in the Father." 
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DECEMBER 31 


MIDNIGHT PRAYER 


Hear the - doleful - bong - of the slow - slow - clock. 
I should be asleep, but - as - yet - I'm - not. 

It's a long - long - time to the - mid - night - hour 
As I wrestle lone with that strong - old - pow'r. 

Oh! let patience have her per - fect - work, 

Could I but submit but its such - hard - work. 

Be my lot in life now to go - or - stay— 

May my will be Thine, dear Lord - all - the - way. 
I've a feeling, Lord, there are more - a - wake, 
Wondering, will the dawn at long - last - break? 

Hear my prayer, Oh Lord—that I - pray - to - Thee, 
Strengthen every one that doth call - on - Thee. 
Many prayers go up to Thy - ten - der - ear, 

Dear Lord, look down, and do draw - us - near. 

May our children, Lord, choose to fol - low - Thee, 
Let Thy Life-light shine into them - through - me. 
And the younger folk in the church - a - round 

Be obedient, for here peace - is - found. 

Younger married folk with their wee - small - babes 
May they consecrate them to Thee - al - ways. 

And the farming folk with a - big - deep - debt, 

May it the upper hand, no - never - get. 

And the older folk in their sun - set - years, 

May be drawn to Thee thru' their - toils - and - tears. 
Lord, the ministers with their - cal - ling - great, 
May they spread the Truth before it's - too - late. 
Christians ev'rywhere, give us - one - true - love 
That we all may meet in that Home - a - bove. 

Now I'll cease my prayer, for I feel - Your - Hand 
Gently guide me on through this - storm - tossed - land. 


Psalm 86:1 "Bow down thine ear, O Lord, 
hear me..." 
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AS THE HART PANTETH 


When the weary hart has travelled 
Over rugged mountainside 

Hard been pressed by hungry cougars 
Which to catch hin long have tried. 

He at last the foes out-witted, 
They are lost and far away. 

Now his panting, aching body 
Needs a quiet place to stay. 


Now he needs a place of resting 
But there's something that comes first, 
Find a bubbling spring of water, 
There to stop and quench his thirst. 
He had longing as he travelled, 
For a spring, or mountain stream. 
Every day he needs some water, 
Thus it keeps his senses keen. 


As the hart for water panteth, 
So my soul, oh Lord, has need 

For Thee, Fount of Living Waters, 
Quench my longing thirst in Thee. 


Oh, Thy Word, Thy Truth, Thy Precepts, 


Are a constant shield and guide. 
By Thy Spring of Living Waters 
Let me evermore abide. 


Psalm 42:1 "As the hart panteth.after the 
water brooks, so panteth my soul after thee, 
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